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l^vi Tultui AehenMtb stri, 

1}ai Stjrsia triHtrai, non Crittis, videt,^ 

Par ille Rpgi* par Saperis erit. 

Seneca in Afamem. 

JLbbre was, 'tis said, and I believe, a time. 
When humble Christians died with views sublime ; 
When all were ready for their Faith to bleed. 
But few to write or wrangle for their Creed ; 
When lively Faith upheld tlie sinking heart. 
And friends^ assurM to meet, prepared to part ; 
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When Love felt hope, when Sorrow grew serene. 
And all was comfort in the death-bed scene. 

Alas! when now the gloomy King they wait, 
'Tis weakness yielding to resistless fate ; 
Like wretched men upon the ocean cast. 
They labour hard and struggle to the last ; 
*' Hope against hope,'' and wildly gaze around, 
In search of help that never shall be found : 
Nor, till the last strong billow stops the breath, 
Will they believe them in the jaws of Death ! 

When these roy Records I reflecting read. 
And find what ills these numerous births succeed ; 
What powerful griefe these nuptial ties attend. 
With what regret these painful journeys end ; 
When from the cradle to the grave I look, 
Mine I conceive a melancholy book. 

Where now is perfect resignation seen ? 
Alas! it is not on the Village Green:—— 
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1 've seldom known, thou£^ I have often read 
Of, happy Peasants on their dying-bed ; 
Whose looks proclaim'd that sunshine of the breast. 
That more than hope» that Heav'n itself expressed. 

What I behold are feverish fit^ of strife, 
'Twixt fears of dying and desire of life : 
Those earthly hopes, that to the last endure ; 
Those fears, that hopes superior fail to cure ; 
At best a sad submission to the doom. 
Which, turning from the danger, lets it come. 

Sick lies the Man, bewilder* d, lost, afraid. 
His spirits vanquished and his strength decayM ; 
No hope the Friend, the Nurse, the Doctor lend— 
'' CaU then a Priest and fit him for his end." 
A Priest is call'd, 'tis now, alas ! too late. 
Death enters with him at tlie cottage-gate ; 
Or time allow'dr-he goes, assuv'd to find. 
The self-commending, all-confiding mind ; 
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Aod sighs to hear what we may justly call^ 
Death's Commonplace, the train of thought in all. 

•* True, Pm a sinner," feebly he begins, 
** But trust in Mercy to forgive my sins ;*' 
(Such cool confession no past crimes excite ! 
Such claim on Mercy seems the sinner's right !) 
'' I know, Mankind are frail, that God is just, 
" And pardons those who in his Mercy trust ; 
u We're sorely tempted in a world like this, 
" All men have done, and I like all, amiss ; 
** But now, if spar'd, it is my full intent, 
" On all the past to ponder and repent ; 
" Wrongs against me I pardon great and small, 
, '* And if I die, I die in peace with all." 
His merits thus and not his sins confest. 
He speaks his hopes and leaves to Heav'n the re< 
Alas ! are these the prospects, dull and cold. 
That dying Christians totheir Priests unfold ? 
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Or mends' the prospect when th' Enthusiast criei), 
" I die assur'd !" and in a rapture dies? 

Ah, where that humble, sel^basing mind. 
With what confiding Spirit- shall we find ;. 
The mind that, feeling what repentance brings, 
, DejectioD't terrors and Contrition's stings, . 
Feels then the hope, that mounts all care above^ 
And the pure joy tiiat flows from pardoning love? 

Such have I seen m Death, and much deplore. 
So many dying — ^that I see no more : 
Lo ! now my Records, where 1 grieve to trace. 
How Death has triumphed in so short a space ; 
Wlio are the Dead, how died they, I relate. 
And snatch some portion of their acts from fote. 

Wifhjindrno CoUett, we the year begin. 
The blind, fat landlord of the Old Crown-Inn, — 
Big as his but^ and, for the self-same use. 
To take in stores of strong fermenting juice. 
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On his huge chair bende the fire he sate^ 

In revel chief, and umpire in debate ; 

Each night his string <tf vulgar tales he told ; 

When ale was cheap and bachelors were bold ; 

His heroes all were femous in their days. 

Cheats were his boast and drunkards had his praise ; 

'* One, in three draughts, three mugs of ale took dow 

*' As mugs were then— the chamfHim of the Crown ; 

" For thrice three days another liv'd on ale. 

And knew no change but that of mild and stale ; 

Two thirsty soakers watch' d a vessePsside, 
'* When he the tap, with dextrous hand, api^ied ; 
" Nor from their seats depasled, till they found 
" That butt was out and heard the moumfal sound." 

He praisM a Poacher, precious child of fun ! 
Who shot the Keeper with his own spring-gun ; 
Nor less the Smuggler who the Exciseman tied. 
And left him hanging at the birch-wood side, 
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There to expire ;-4Nit one wlio taw luoi htan^ 
Cot the good cord-^ tnitor of the gang. 

His own exjgkiH, with boHlfal ^ce, he toU, 
What ponds he emptj'd and what pikes he sddfr 
And how, when blest with sight alert and gay. 
Hie nigfat*i anuisenients kept him through the day. 

He sang the praises of those times, when all 
" For cards and dice, as for their drink, might call; 
'^ When justice wink'd on every jovial crew, 
" And ten-pins tumbled in the Parson's view.'' 

He told, when angry Wives, prov<A'd to rail. 
Or drive a thirdrday drunkard from his ale. 
What were his triumphs and how great the skill. 
That won the vex^d Virago to his wUI ; 
Who raving came ;— then talked in milder strain,— 
Then wept,-— then drank and pkdg'd her Spouse again. 

Such were his themes : how knaves o'er laws prevail. 
Or, when made captives, how they fly from jail ; 
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fiusy and easeful^ like that woduog.bee. 
No time for love nor teoidcr cares had she ; 
Bol whea our Farmers made their amorous vows. 
She talked of ' maikctiteeds ani pateat-ploughs. 
Not unemployed her eveiiiB9i.pa8s'd away^ 
Amusement dot^d» as busbess'wak'd the day ; 
When to her toilet's brief coaeiem she ran. 
And conversation vltti her firiends began. 
Who all were welcome, what they saw, to share ; 
And joyous neighbours praisM her Christmas fare. 
That none around might, in their scorn, complain 
Of Gossip Goeas greedy in her gam. 

Thnis kmg she reigned, admired, if not approved; 
Prais'd, if nothonoiir'd ; feared, if not belov'd ; — 
When, as the busy days of Spring drew near^ 
That caird for all tiie forecast of the year; 
When lively hope the rismg crops surveyed. 
And April promised what Sqrtember pay'd ; 
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When straj^d her iMnbt mhuegane luid gfvamcMiipww ; 

When rote her gvisB in richer imlet beloir ; 

When pleat'ilfhe look on aU themiling landt 

And viewed the Jmidiy who wrought at her comniaiMl; 

( Poultry in groups still followed where she went ;) 

Then, dread o^ereaoieher^-^that her days were S|)ent 

" Bless me ! I die, and not a warning giy'n,^ 
*' WithmtceAtodoonEarthandAU.forHeaT'n! 

No reparation for my souP»affim, 

No leave petitioned for the bam*s repairs ; 

Accounts perplexed, my interest yet unpaid, 
*' My mind unsettled and my wiU unmade ;-^^ ' ' 
** A lawyer haste, and in your way, a priest; 
'' And let me die in one good work at least'' 
She spake and, trembling, dropp*d upon her kneeiu ' 
Heaven in her eye and in her hand her keys i 
And still the mdre she found her life decays 
With greater force she grasp'd those ngns of sway i 
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Then fell and died !....In baste her sons drew near, 
And dropp'dy in haste, the tributary tear. 
Then from th' adhering clasp the keys unbound, ^ 
And consolation for thehr sorrows found. ^ 

Death has his infant-tram; his bony arm 
Strikes from the baby-cheek the rosy charm ; 
The brightest eye ^s glazing film makes dim, 
And his cold touch sets fast the lithest limb : 
He sebs'd the sick'ning Boy to Gei^ard lent,* 
When three days' life, in feeble cries, were spent ; 
In pain brougjht fcMrth, those painful hours to stay. 
To breathe in pain and sigh its soul away I 

** But why thus lent, if thus recall' d again, 
*' To cause.and fed, to live and die in, pain ?" 
Or rather say. Why grievous these appear. 
If all it pay» for Heaven's eternal year ; 

"* \ ' ';', "■ ," . ■ ' ' . . .^ 

* See vol. i. p. 70. 
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If these nd solMand piteout agiii.tecure 
Delights that Hve^ when worlds no moce cndwc? 

The Skter-sptiit long may lodge below. 
And pains from naturet paias from reason, Jmow; 
Through all the common ills ol life may run. 
By hope perverted and by love imdone ; 
A wife's distrefSy a mother's pangi, may dread. 
And widow-tears, in bitter anguish, shed; 
May at old-age arrive through Bumcroua harms. 
With chaldren'schildren in those feeble arms : 
Nor till by yean of want and grief oppress 
Shall the sad Spirit flee and be at rest ! 

Yet happier therefore shall we deem ^e Boy, 
Secur'd from anauous care and dangerous joy ? 

Not so! for then would love divine in vain 
Send all the burthens weary men sustain ; 
Ail that now curb the passions when they rage, 
The checks of youth and the regrets of age ; 
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All that DOW bid «tf hopc^ beUete, codiuc^ 
Our •oiTOv't eom&Ml aid our ▼ice't cure; 
All that for Heaven's high Joys the Saints tiaii^ 
And Charitjt the crown of aU, were vain. 

Sskj, will you caUtbe breathless infimt bles^ 
Because no cares the sikst grave molest ? 
So would you deem the nivseling from the wiqg 
Untimely thrust and nevcTtrain'd to sing ; 
But (ax more blest the bird whose grateful voice 
Sbgs its own joy and makes the woods re/oice^ 
Though, while untaught, e'er yet he charm'd the c 
Hard were his trials and his pains severe ! 

Next died the Ladt who yon Hall possessed ; 
And here they brought her noble bones to rest 
In Town she. dwelt ;«»(brsaken stood the Hall : 
Worms ate the floors, the tap'stry fled the wall : 
No fire the Kitchen's ^cheerless grate display'd; 
No cheerful light the long-clos'd sash convey'd ; 
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The crawling worm that tuns a tmnmer-fly. 
Here spun his shroud and laid him up to die 
The winter-death :— upon the bed of state, 
The hat shrill-shrieking woo*d his flickering mate ; 
To empty rooms tiie cuHous came no more^ 
From empty cellars tum*d the angry Poor, 
And surly Beggars cunPd the ever-bolted door. 
To one small room the Steward found his way. 
Where Tenants followed to complain and pay ; 
Yet no com^amt before the Ladxf came. 
The feelbg Servant spar'd the feeble Dame ; 
Who saw her farms with his observing eyes. 
And answer'd all requests with hb replies : — 
She came not down, her fallmg groves to view ; 

I 

Why should she know, what one so faithful knew ? 
Why come, from many clamorous tongues to hear. 
What one so just might whisper in her ear ? 
Her oaks or acres, why with ct^t explore ; 
Why learn the wants, the sufferings of the Poor ; 
vol, IJ. c 
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When one so knowing all their worth could trace. 
And one so piteous govern' d in her place ? 

Lo ! now, what dismal Sons of Darkness come, 
To bear this Daughter of Indulgence home ; 
Tragedians all and well arrang'd in black ! 
Who nature, feeling, force, expression lack ; 
Who cause no tear, but gloomily pass by, 
And shake their sables in the wearied eye. 
That turns disgusted from the pompous scene. 
Proud without grandeur, with profusion, mean ! 
The tear for kindness past affection owes ; 
For worth deceased the sigh from reason flows; 
E'en well-feign'd passion for our sorrows call. 
And real tears for mimic miseries fall : — 
But this poor farce has neither truth nor art. 
To please the fancy or to touch the heart ; 
Unlike the darkness of the sky, that pours 
On the dry ground its fertilzing showers ; 
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VDlike to that which striket the soul with dread. 
When thonden roar and ^^rky fires are shed ; 
Dirk but not awefal» dismal but yet mean. 
With anxious bustle aoTes the cumbrous sdese ; 
Broents no otjedSy tender or profound, 
Bttt q)reads its cold unmeamng gloom around, 
. When woes are feign'd, how ill such forms appear. 
And oh ! how needless, when the woe's sincere. 
Slow to the vault they come, with heavy tread, 
Beoding beneath the Lady and her lead } 
A case of elm surrounds that ponderous chest. 
Close on that case the crimson velvet 's press'd ; 
l^ngenerous this, that to the worm denies. 
With niggard'^aution, his appointed prize ; 
For BOW, ere yet he works his tedious way. 
Through cloth and wood and metal to his prey. 
That prey dinolving shall a mass remain. 
That fimcy loaths and worms themselves disdain. 
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But see ! the Master-Mourner makes his way. 
To end his office for the coflin'd clay ; 
Pleas'd that our rustic men and maids behold 
His plate like*siiver^ and his studs like gold. 

As they approach to spell the age, the name, 

« ^^ 

And all the titles of th' illustrious Dame. — 

This as (mj duty done) some scholar read, 

A Village-Father look'd disdain and said : 

^ Away> my friends ! why take such pains to know, 

'' What some brave marble soon in church shall show ? 

^' Where not alone her gracious name shall stand, 

** But how she liv'd— the blessing of the land ; 

*' How much we all deplor'd the noble dead, 

'' What groans we utter'd and what tears we shed % 

" Tears, true as those, which in the sleepy eyes 

'' Of weeping cherubs on the stone shall rise ; 

*' Tears, true as those, which, ere she found her grave, 

^< The noble Latfy to our sorrows gave.*' 
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Down by the Cburch-way^walk aod where the htotk 
Winds round the chancel like a shepherd's crook; 
In that small house, with those green pales before. 
Where jasmine trails on either side the doQ| ; 
Where those dark shrubs that now grow wild at wiO, 
Were dipt in form and tantalized with skill; 
Where cockles blanchM and pebbles neatly spread, 
Form'd shirang Ixwden for the larkspurs' bed; — 
There liv'4 * Xoify, wise, austere and nice. 
Who showed her virtue by her scorn of vice; 
In the dear £^hions of her youth she dress'df 
A pea-green Jot^ was her fiivourite vest; 
Erect she stood* she walked with stately mien» 
Tight was her length of stays and she was tall and lean. 

Hiere long she liv'd in maiden-state immur'dt 
From looks of love and treacherous man secured ; 
Though evil dune— (but that was long before) 
Had blown her dubious blast at CaikarMt door : 
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A Caiptom thither, rich from India came. 
And though a coutui call'd, it touch'd her. fune ; 
Her suinual stipend roie from hit behest^ 
And all the lo|g<9ri2'd treasures she possessed s— 
If aught like joy awhile ap|>ear'd to staj. 
In that stem fiice> and chase those frowns away ; 
Twas when her treasures she disposed for view» 
And heard the praises, to thefr splendour due ; 
Silks beyond price, so rich, tkey *d sUind alone,. 
And dian^ds blazing on the buckled zone ; 
Bows of lare pearls by curious workmen set,. 
And bracelets fair in box of glossy jet ; 
Bright polish'd amber precious from its size. 
Or forms, the direst, hncy could devise : 
Her drawers of cedar, shut with secret springs, 
Cohceard the watch of gold and rubied rings ; 
Letters, long proofe of love, and verses fine 
Round the piidL'd rims of crisped Valentine^ 



THS VARISR RECISTXm. 2S 



■ w 



Her china-closet, ctUM of daihf care, 
For woman'B wonder Iield her penciled ware ; 
That pictttr*d wealth of CUna and Japan, 
like its cold Miftrets, thnnnM the eye of man. 

Her neat small room, adom'd with m^den-taste, 
A dipt French-puppy, first of fovourites, grac'd : 
A parrot n^, but dead and stuffd with art ; 
(For Poll, when living, lost the Lady's heart. 
And then his life; for he was heard to speak 
Such fri^itful words as tinge'd his Lady*s cheek;) 
Unhaf^y bird ! who had no power to prove. 
Save by such speech, his gratitude and love. 
A grey old cat his whnkers lickM beside; 
A type of sadness in the house of pride. 
The polish'd sur&ce* of an India-chest, 
A glassy globe, in frame of ivory, prest ; 
Where swam two finny creatures ; one of gold, 
Of silver one ; both beauteous to behold :^ 
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All these were form'd the gukjing t^stq to suit \ 
The beasts weil-xnanner'.d ^od the fisb^ mute. 
A widow*d Awni was there, compelled by Deed» 
The nymph to flatter and her trib^ to feed ; 
Who, Telling well her scorn, endur'd the clog. 
Mute as the fob and (awning as the dog. 

> 

As years increas'^, these treasures, her del^t. 
Arose in value in their owner's sight: 
A mber knows that, yiew it as he will, 
A guinea kept is. but. a| guiqea still ; 
And so he puts it tp, its proper use, 
That something more this gi|inea may produce: 
fiut silks and rings, in thf; possessor's ey^s. 
The oft'nerseen, ^ more in value rise, 
And thus are wisely hoarded to bestow 
The kind of pleasure that with years will grow. 

But what avaird their worth,— if worth had they,- 
In the sad summer of her daw decay ? 
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Tbea we hefacld lier turn an anxiout look 
From trunks and cbcfts, and fix it on her book,— 
Arich-bound Book^ Prajer the Captain gave, 
(Some Prii^peis had it, or was said to have); 
And then once more, on all her stores, look round, 
And draw a vgh sp piteous and profound. 
That told, ^^Alas! how hard from these to part, 
" And i6r new hopes afid habits form the heart 1 
'* What shall I do (s)i^ cri^d) mjr peace of mind 
" To gain k^c^SfmCi ^^ ^^ ^^ reaign'd ?" 

' Hear/ we retum'd ;— * these bawUes cast aside, 
' Nor give thj, God a rival in thy pride ; 
' Thy closets shut and ope thy kitchen's door ; , 
* I^are own thy £iilingp, here invite the Poor ; 
' A friend of Mamnum let thy bounty make ; 
' For Widow's prayers, thy vanities forsake; 
' And let the Hungry, of thy pride, partake : 
' Then shall thy inward eye with joy survey, 
' The angel Mcrei^ tempering X>ealA'a delay V 
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Alat! 'twtthard; the treaiures stfll had channs> 
Hope stilt kt flatterj, sicknen iti alarms ; 
Still was the same ttisettled, clouded Ttew, 
And the same pUdntive crj, '' What shall I do >"* 

Nor change appear'd : for, when her race was ran/ ^ 
Doubtful we all exclaim'd, "What has been done ?** 
Apart she'Mv'd/ and still she Tives alone ; 
Yon earthly heap awaits the flattering stone^ 
On which invention Aall be long employ'd« 
To show the various worth of (\ahtarine JJayd» 

Next to these ladies^ but in nought allied, 
A noble Peasant, Isaac A^^brd, died. 
Noble he was> contemning alt things mean. 
His truth unquestioned and his soul serene : 
Of no man's presence Imac felt afraid ; 
At no man's question /mkic look'd dismay d: 
Shame knew him not, he dreaded no disgrace ; 
Truth, simple truth, was written in his £M;e; 
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Yet while the 9mom thought hit toul approv'd. 
Cheerful h^ teem'd and gentleDets he lov'd : 
To bliss domettic he his heart rcsign'd^ 
And, with the finsest, had the fondest mind; 
Were others joyful, he look'd smiling od> 
And gave allowance where he needed none ; 
Good he refixs'd with future ill to buy, 
Nor knew a joy that caus'd reflection's sigh ; 
A friend to Tirtue, hia unclouded breast 
No envy stung^ no jealousy distressed; 
(Bane oi the Poor ! it wounds their weaker mind> 
To miss one friYOur, which their neighbours find :) 
Yet £tf was he from stoio-pridefemofv'd ; 
He idt humanely, and he warmly lev'dt 
I mark'd his action, when his infrmt died. 
And hb old nei^ibour for ofience was tried ; 
The still tears, stealing down that furrow*d cheek> 
Spoke pity, plaiAtr than the tongue can speak. 
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If pride were his, 'twas not their Tillgar pridle. 
Who, in their base contempt, the great deride ; 
Nor pride in leaming,--thoDgh my Clerk agreied. 
If Fate should call him, Afford might succeied ; 
Nor pride in rustic-skill, although #e knew 
None his superi<Mr, and his equals, few : 
But if that spirit in hb soul had place. 
It was the jealous pride that shuns disgrace ; 
A pride iti honest fiune, by virtue gain'd, 
In sturdy boys to yirtnous labours tramM ; 
Pride, in the power ^t guards his coimtry's coast. 
And all that Englishmen eijoy and boast ; 
Pride, in a life that slander's tongue defyd, — 
InfiEM:t, a noble passion, misnam'd /Vicir. 

He had no party's rage, no sect'ry's whim ; 
Christian and countryman was diX with him : 
True to his Church he came ; no Sonday-shower 
Kept him at home in that important hour; 
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' ' ' ' ■ ' ' 

Nor his finn £eet could one pemiading Stck, 
By the strong f^ii^ of their new light direct; 
On hope, in mine own tober lights I gace^ 
But should bfe bKnd and lose \t, m your blaze." 
In times serere, when many a sturdy swain. 
Felt it his pride, his comfort, to complain ; 
Isaac their wants would soothe, his own would hide. 
And feel in Aai his comi^rt and his pride. 

At length, he found, when seventy yean were run, 
His strength departed and his labour done; 
When he, save honest fame, retained no more. 
But lost hb Wife and saw his Children poor : 
^Twas then, a spark of— say not discontent— 
Struck on his mind and thus he gave it vent : 

" Kind are your laws, C^h not to be denied,) 
" That in yon House, for niin'd Age, provide, 
" And they are just ;— when yoting> we give you ally 
'' And for assistance m our weakness call. — 
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*' Why then this proud reluctance to be fed. 
To join your poor and eat the parish-bread ? 
But yet I linger, loath with him to fecd» 
Who gains his plenty by the sons of need ; 
^* He who, by contract, all your paupers took, 
" And guages stopiachs with an anxious look : 
" On some old master I could well depend ; 
*' See him with joy and thank him as a firiend ; 
" But ill on him, who doles the day's supply, 
** And counts our chances, who at night may die : 
" Yet help me, Heav'n! and let me not complain 
*' Of what I suffer, but my fate sustain." 

Such were his thoughts, and so resign'd he grew ; 
Duly he plac'd the Workhouse in his view I 
But came not there, for sudden was his fate. 
He dropp'd, expiring, at his cottage-gate. 
I feel his absence in the hours of Prayer, 
Andyiew his seal and sigh for /moc there ; 
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I see no more those white locks thinly spread 
Sound the bald polish of that hoaour*d head ; 
No more that awefiil glance on playful wight, 
CompeU'd to kneel and tremble at the sight, 
To fold his fingm, all in dread the while. 
Till Mister At^ard soften'd to a smile ; 
No more that meek and suppliant look in prayer. 
Nor the pure faith (to give it force) are there : - — 
But he is blest,' and I lament no more, 
A wise good Man contented to be poor. 

Then died a Rambler; not the one who sails 
And trucks, for female favours, beads and nails ; 
Not one, who potts from place to place— of men 
And manners treating with a flymg pen ; 
Not he^ who climbs, for prospects, SnomdaC% height. 
And chides the clouds that iittercept the sight ; 
No curious shell, rare plant or brilliant ^ar, 
Inticed our trareller, from his home, so far ; ' 
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But all the reason^ by himself assign' d 
For 80 much rambling, was, a restless mind ; 
As on, from place to place, without intent. 
Without reflection^ Robin Dingley went 

Not thus by nature :— never man was found 
Less prone to wander from his parish-bound ; 
CUmdianh old Man, to whom all scenes were newy 
Save those where he and where hb apples grew. 
Resembled Robin, who around would look. 
And his horizon, for the earth's, mistook. 

To this poor Swain a keen Attorney came ; — 

I give thee joy, good fellow I on thy name ; 

The rich old Dingey *% dead;— no child has he, 
'* Nor wife nor will ; his all is left fot thee : 
" To be hb fortune's heir thy claim is good; 
^' Thou hast the name and we will prove the blood/' 

The claim was made ; 'twas tried, — ^it would not stand ; 
They prov'd the blood, but were refused the land. 
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Assur*d of wealthy this man of simple hearty 
To every friend had predispos'd a part : 
His Wife, had hopes indulged of various kind ; 
The three Miss Ditt^ey*% had their school assigned. 
Masters were sought for what they each requir'd. 
And books were bought and harpsichords were hir'd 
So high was hope :— the failure touch'd his brain. 
And Robin never vras himself again : 
Yet he no wrath, no angry wish eicpress'd. 
But tried in vain, to labour or to rest ; 
Then cast his bundle on his back, and went 
He knew not whither nor for what intent. 

Years fled }— of RMn all remembrance past. 
When home be wander*d in his rags at last : 
A ^liar's jacket on his limbs was thrown, 
A sailor's story he had made his own ; 
Had sufifer'd battles> prisons, tempests, storms. 
Encountering death in all his ugliest forms: 

▼0L« ir. D 
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His cheeks were hz^gard, hollow was his eye. 
Where madness luiiL'd, coocealM in misery; 
Want, and th' ungentle world, had taught a part. 
And prompted cunning to that siinpie heart : 
"He now bethought him, he would roam no more^ 
" But live at home and labour as before.'' 

Here cloth*d and fed, no sooner he began 
To round and redden, than Away he ran: 
His Wife was dead, their Children past bb aid ; 
Bo, unmolested, from his home he stray'd : 
Six years elaps'd, when, worn with want and pain» 
Came Ao^';i, wrapt in all his rags, ag»n: — 
We chide/ we pity ; — plac'd among our poor. 
He fed again and was a man once more. 

As when a gaunt and hungry fox is found, 
£ntrapp'd alive in some rich hunter's ground ; 
Fed for the field, although each day's a fieasl^ 
Fatten you may, but never tame the beast ; 
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An house protects biiii> savoury viands sustain ; 
But loose his neck and off he goes again : 
, So stole our Vagrant from his warm retreat, 
To rove a prowler and be deem*d a cheat. 

Hard was bis fare ; for, bim at length we saw. 
In cart convey'd and laid supine on straw. 
His feeble voice now spoke a sinking heart ; 
His groans now told the motions of the cart : 
And when it stopt he tried in vain to stand ; 
Clos'd was his eye and clenched his clammy hand ; 
Life ebbM apace, and our best aid, no more^ 
Could his weak sense or dying heart restore : 
But now he fell^ a victim to the snare. 
That vile attorneys for the weak prepare ; — 
They who, when profit or resentment call. 
Heed not the groaning victim they enthrall 

Then died lamented, in the strength of life^ 
A valued Mother zad a faithful fTifc; 
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Call'd not away, when time had loosM each hold 
On the fond heart and each desire grew cold ; 
But when, to all that knit us to our kind. 
She felt fast-bound, as charity can bind;— 
Not when the ills of age, its pain, its care. 
The drooping spirit for its fate prepare ; 
And, each affection failing, leaves the heart 
Loos'd fi'om life's charm and willing to depart ; — 
But ALL her ties the strong invader broke. 
In all their strength, by one tremendous stroke ! 
Sudden and swift the eager pest came on. 
And terror grew, till every hope was gone : 
Still those around appear' d for hope to seek ! 
But view'd the sick and were afraid to speak. — 

Slowly they bore, witli solemn step; the dead ; 
- When grief grew loud and bitter tears were shed : 
My part began ; a crowd drew near the place. 
Awe in each eye, alarm in every face : 
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So swift the ill, and of so fierce a kind, 

That fear with pity, mingled in each mind ; 

Friends with the hushand came their griefs to blend ; 

For good-man Frankford was to all a friend. 

The last-bom Boy they held above the bier. 

He knew not grief, but cries expressed his fear ; 

Each different age and sex reveal* d its pain, 

In now a louder, now a lower strain ; 

While the meek Father, listening to their tones, 

Swell'd the full cadence of the grief by groans. 

The elder Sister strove her pangs to hide. 
And soothing words to younger minds applied-: 
" Be stiD, be patient,^' oft she strove to say ; 
But fail'd as oft and weeping tum'd away. 

Curious and sad, upon the fresh-dug hill, 
The village-lads stood melancholy still ; 
And idle children, wandering to-and- fro. 
As Nature guided, took the tone of woOk 
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Arriv'd at home, how then they gaz*d around^ 
In cv'ry place, where slie— no more, was found; — 
The teat at table, she was wont to fill; 
The firc-side chair, still set, but vacant still ; 
The garden-walks, a labour all her own ; 
The lattic*d bower, with trailing shrubs o'ergrown; 
The Sunday-pew, she fiU'd with all her race, — 
Each place of hers, was now a sacred place. 
That, while it call'd up sorrows in the eyes, 
Pierc'd the full heart and forc'd them still to rise. 

Oh sacred sorrow ! by whom souls are tried. 
Sent not to punish mot^ab, but to guide ; 
if thou art mine« (and who shall proudly dare 
To tell his Makhr, he has had his share?) 
Still let me feel, for what thy pangs are sent. 
And be my guide aad notmy punishment ! 

Of Ltoh Cousins next the name appears. 
With honours crown*d and blest with length of years^ 
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Save« that she tiv'd to feel, m life's decay. 
The pleasure die, the honours drop away : 
A Matron she, whom every village-wife, 
View'd as the help and guardian of her life ; 
Fathers and 8ons> indebted to her aid. 
Respect to her and her profession paid ; 
Who in the house of plenty largely fed. 
Yet took her station at the pauper's bed ; 
Nor from that duty could be brib'd again. 
While fear or danger urg'd her to remain : 
In her experience all her friends relied. 
Heaven was her help and nature was her guide. 

Thus Leah liv'd ; long trusted, much caress*d, 
'fill a Town-Dame a youthful Farmer bless*d ; 
A gay vain bride, who would example give. 
To that poor Village where she deign'd to live : 
Some few months past, she sent, in hour of need. 
For Doctor GHhb, wlio came with wondrous speed ; 
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Two days he waited^ all his art applied. 
To save the mother when her infant died ; — 
*' 'Twas well I came," at last he deign' d to say ; 
*• 'Twas wondrous well;"— and proudly rode away. 
ITie news ran round; — " How vast the Doctor's 
<* pow'r! 
*' He sav'd the Lady in the trying hour ; 
" SavM her from death, when she was 4ead to hope, 
*' And her fond husband had resigned her up : 
" So all, like her, may evil fate defy, 
•* If Doctor Glilb, with saving hand, be nigh." 

Fame (now his friend), fear, novelty, and whim. 
And fashion, sent the varying sex to him f 
From this, contention in the village rose; 
And these, tlie Dame espous'd; the Doctor those : 
The wealthier part, to him and science went ; 
With luck and her the poor remain'd content. 

The Matron sigh'd ; for she was vex'd at hearty 
^yith so much profit, so much fame to part : 
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" So long 8uccefl8ful in my art/' she cried, 

" And this proud man, so young and so untried !'' 

" Nay," said the Doctor, *' dare you trust your yrivcs, 
" The joy, the pride, the solace of your lives, 
" To one who acts and knows no reason why, 
" But trusts, poor hag!, to luck for an ally? — 
" Who, on experience, can her claims advance, 
" And own the powers of accident and chance } 
'* A whining dame, who prays in dangcr^s view, 
" (A proof she knows not what beside to do ;) 
*' What's her experience? In the time that's gone^ 
" Blundering she wrought and still she blunders on :^ 
" And what is Nature ? One who acts in aid 
'' Of gossips half-asleep, and half afraid : 
" With such allies I scorn my fame to blend, 
** Skill is my luck and courage is my friend : 
*' No slave to Nature, 'tis my chief delight. 
To win my way and act in her despite:— 
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«« Ttuft then my art, that, in itself complete, 
•• Needs no assistance and fears no defeat" 

Wann*d by her well-spic'd ale and aiding pipe. 
The angry Matron grew for contest ripe. 

** Can you," she said, " ungrateful and unjust, 
^ Before experience, ostentation trust ? 

What is your hazard, foolish daughters, tell? 

If safe, you *re certain ; if secure, you're well: 

That I have luck must friend and foe confess. 

And what 's good judgment but a lucky guess ? 

He boasts but what he can do : — ^will you run 

From me, your friend ! who, all he boasts, have done? 

By proud and learned words his powers are known ; 

By healthy boys and handsome girls my own : 

Wives! Others! children !, by my help, you live; 

Has this pale Doctor more than life to give ? 

No stunted cripple hops, the Village round; 

Your hands are active and your heads are sound ; 
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** My lads are all your fields and flocks require ; 

" My lasses all those sturdy lads admire. 

" Can this proud leech^ with aU his boasted skill* ^ 

"** Amend the soul or body, wit or unll? 

** Does he, for courts the sons of farmers frame* 

" Or make the daughter differ from the dame ? 

^' Or, whom iie brings into this world of woe* 

" Prepares he them their part to undergo ? 

^* Ifnoty this stranger from your doors repel, 

" And be content to be and to be well" 

She spake : but, ah ! with words too strong and plaun; 
Her warmth offended and her*feruth was vain: 
The many left her, and the friendly .^m;* 
If never colder, yet they dder grew ; 
Till, unemploy'd, she felt her spirits droop. 
And took, insidious aid! th* inspiring cup; 
^rew poor and peevish as her powers decay' d. 
And propp'd the tottering frame with stronger aid, — 
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Then died !— I saw our careful swains codycj. 
From this our changeful world, the Matron's clay. 
Who to this world, at least, with equal care. 
Brought them its changes, good and ill to share. 

Now to his grave, was Roger Cw/f convey' d. 
And strong resentment's lingering spirit laid. 
Shipwreck'd in youth, he home retum'dand found 
His Brethren three,— and thrice they wish'd him drown 
" Is this a landman's love ? Be certain then, 
" We part for ever !" — and they cried, ' Ameo !* 

His words were truth's : — Some forty summers fled. 
His brethren died ; his kin suppos'd him dead : 
Three nephews these, one sprightly niece, and one. 
Less near in blood^they call'd him surly John ; 
He work'd in woods apart from all his kind. 
Fierce were his looks and moody was his mind. 

For home, the Sailor now began to sigh ;«^ 
" The dogs are dead and I'll return and die ; 
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" When ail I have^ my gains, in yean of care, 
" The younger Cufi with kinder souls shall share :-•• 
" Yet hold! I'm rich; — with one coilsent they'll say, 
" ' You* re welcome. Uncle, as the flowers in May.* 
" No; I'll disguise me, be in tatters dress' d, 
*' And best befriend the lads who treat me best" 

Now all his kindred,— neither rich nor poor. 
Kept the wolf want some distance from the door. 

In piteous plight he knock'd at George*s gate. 
And begg'd for aid, as he dcscrib'd his state: - - <- 
But stem was George:-^* Let them who had thee strong, 
' Help thee to drag thy weaken'd frame along ; 
' To us a stranger, while your limbs would move, 
* From us depart and try a stranger's love :'— 
' Hal do^stthou murmur?' — for, in Roger's throaty 
Was " Rascal /" rising with disdainful note« 

To pious James he then his prayer address'd ;— 
' Good-lack,' quoth James, * thy sorrows pierce my 
* breast; 
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* And« had I wealth, as have my brethren twa'm, . 
' One board ^ould feed us and one roof contain : 

* But plead I will th^ cause and I will pray : 

* And so farewell ! Heaven help thee onlhy way !' 
" Scoundrel!" said Roger, (but apart) ;— and tolA 

His case to Peter; — Peter too was co!d •.^- 

* The rates are high.; we have a-many poor; 

* But I will think,—- ^' he said, and shut the door. 
Then the gay Niece, the seeming pauper pres^'d;— 

♦* Turn, Nancy, turn, and view this form distrest : 

** Akin to thine is tins declining frame, 

*' And this poor beggar claims an Uncle* ^voLme.'* 

* Avaunt ! begone ! (the courteous maiden said,) 
' Thou vile impostor ! Uncle Roger** dead r 

* 1 h^te thee, beast ;. thy look, my spirit shocks ! 
' Oh ! that I saw thee starving in the stocks !' 

** My gentle niece!*' he said; — and sought the 
wood. — 
" I hunger, fellow ; prithee, give me food !** 
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' Give ! am I rich? This hatchet take and try 
' Thy proper strength, nor give those limbs the lie ; 
' Work, feed thyself, to thine own powers appeal, 
' Nor whin^ out woes, thine own right-hand can heal t 
' And while that hand is thine and thine a leg, 
^ Scorn, of the proud or of the base to beg.' 
" Come, surly John, thy wealthy kinsman view," 

(Old Bc^er said:)—'' thy words are brave and true ; 

" Come, live with me: we'll vex those scoundrel-boys. 

*' And that prkn Shrew shall, envying^ hear our joys. — 

** Tobacco's glorious fume, all day we Ml share, 

" With beef and brandy kill all kinds of cafe; 

** We 'U beer and biscuit on our table heap, 

" And rail at rascals, till we fall asleep." 
Such was their lifc : but when the Woodman died,. 

His grieving khi for Roiger*% smiles applied — 

In vain; heshu^ with st«ro rebuke, the door,, 

And dying, bulk a refuge £or the poor; 
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With this restriction. That no Cu^ should share 
One meal or shelter for one moment there. 

My Record ends:— But hark! e'en now I hear] 
The bell of death and know not whose to fears 
Our farmers all and all our hinds were well; 
In no man's cottage, danger seem'd tp dwell:— 
Yet death of man proclaim these heavy chimes. 
For thrice they sound, with pausing space, three t 
'' Go; of my Sexton seek. Whose days are spe< 
'* What ! he, himself ! - — and is old Dibble dea< 
His eightieth year he reach' d, still undecay'd. 
And rectors five to one close vault convey'd:--- 
But he is gone ; bis care and skill I lose. 
And gain a mournful subject for my Muse: 
His masters lost, he 'd oft in turn deplore. 
And kindly add,—-' Heaven grant, I lose no more ! 
Yet while he spake, a sly and pleasant glance 
Appeared at variance with his complaisance : 
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For, as he told their £ite and Tarring worth. 
He archly look'd, — * I yet may bear thee forth.' 
'* When first"— <he so began)—" my trade I ply'd, 
" Good master Addle was the parish-guide ; 
" His clerk and sextou, I beheld with fear, 
" His stride majestic and his frown severe; 
*' A noble pillar of the church he stood, 
*' Adom'd with college-gown and parish-hood ; 
" Then, as he pac'd the hallow'd aisles about, 
" He fiird the sevenfold surplice fairly out I 
'' Biit in his pulpit weaned down with prayer, 
'' He sat and seem'd as iu his study's chair ; 
. " For while the anthem sweird and when it ceas*d, 
'* Th' expecting people view'd their slumbering priest :— 

" Who, dozing, died. Our Parson Peek was next ; 

** * I will not spare you,' was his favourite text ; 
«' Nor did he spare, but rais*d them many a pound ; 
" Ev'n me he mulct for my poor rood of ground ; 
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'* Yet car'd l\e npughty but with a ^l^iag sp«ech» 
' What 8lipul4 I dq,' quoth he, < but what ipreswl 
His pier^g JQl^e^ (^d he 'd ^ pteni^us s^pw) 

" Were daily oifer'd both to rich ai\di p^oif ; 
His scorn, his love, ia play&il woxd^ be ^k^ ; 
His pity, praise, ^d promiiife, wereajo]!^: 
But though so yoyug s^4 blest with ^'urils higbt 
He died as grave as an^ judge couji^ die : 
The strong %tfiack subdu'd his lively powers, — 

** His was the grave s^d Poctor Grmtdspair q^n, 
'^ Then w^re th^re goldto times the yillage r<^ffpi 

" In his abund^ce aU appeaif d f abound ; 

** Liberal aod i>icht^ 9» plenteous board k^ spread,. 

*' E'en cool OijiiseQi^rs at bis tajble fed ; 

*^ Who visb'd, ^ bop'd,-r.ai)4<ijoughtainan8a4 

«' A way to ^eayex^ though not their own^ Height f 

<' To them, to ajl, be wa3 poUt^ and fre^, 

" Kiad to the pooTy ^i^t ah.! QM>stkin4t<)i9e:r^ 
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'" iZo/pV would lie tay, 'RalphDibUe, thouartold; 
" * That doubld^ fit, 'twill keep thee finom the cold : 
" ' How does my ScxIob } — ^What ! the times are hard ; 
** ' Drive that stout pig and pen him in thy yard* 
" But most, his Kevereiice k>T^d a mirthful jest :— 
" ' Thy eoat la thin ; why, mam thouM barcfy dnhi ; 
" * It's worn to tV thread ! but ] have nappy beer ; 
" ' Clap that within and see hoMf they wiH wear/ 

" Gay days were these; but they were qmckly past: 
" When first he came, we found he cou'dn't last : 
" An whoreson cough (and at the fell of leaf) 
" Upset him quite :— but what's the gai» of grief ? 

** Then came the jiiUhoT'Bect&r ; his delight 
" Was att in books; to read them, or to write : 
" Weoten and men> he strove alike to shun, 
^' And hurried homewan^ when his tasks were done: 
^' CourteoMS enough, but cateless what he said, 
'^ For points of kaming he reserved his head ; 
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'< And wken addresiog either poor or ridiy 

** lie knew no better than bis cassock which: 

** He, like an osier, was of pliant kind, 

'< Erect by nature, but to bend indin'd ; 

" Not like a creeper fellbg to the ground, 

** Or meanly catching on the neighbours round:— 

** Careless was he of surplice, hood, and band, — 

'' And kindly took them as they came to hand : 

** Nor, like the doctor, wore a world of hat« 

^ As if he sought for dignity in that : 

'' He talk'd, he gave, but not with cautious rules: 

•' Nor tum*d from gypsies, vagabonds, or fools ; 

*' It was his nature, but they thought it whim, 

'* And 80 our beaux and beauties tum'd from him : 

'* Of questions, much he wrote, profound and dark,— - 

** How spake the Serpent, and where stopp*d the Ark; 

** From what hx land the Queen of Sheba came; 

" Who Salem's Priest ^d what his father's name ; 
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" He made the Song of Songs its mysteries yield, 
'< And Revelations io the word, revealed. 
" He sleeps i' the aisle, — but not a stone records 
" His name or fame, his actions or his words : 
" And trutii, your Reverence, when I look around, 
" And mark the tombs in our sepulchral ground, 
" (Though dare I not of one man's hope to doubt,) 
*' I 'd join the party who repose without. 

" Next came a Youth from Cambridge, and, in truth, 
" He was a sober and a comely youth ; 
** He blush'd iu meekness as a modest man, 
" And gain*d attention ere his task began : 
" When preaching, seldom ventured on reproof, 
" But touch'd his neighbours tenderly enough. 
" Him, in his youth, a clamorous sect assail'd, 
" Advis'd and censur'd, flatter'd, — and prcvail'd.— r 
" Then did he much his sober hearers vex, 
" Confoujid the umple and the sad peiplex ; 
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*' To a new style hit rererence rashly took; 
" Loud grew his voice, to threatening swelPd bk hx>k ; 
^' Above, below, on either side, he gaz^d, 
*' Amazing all and most himself amaz'd : 
'* No more he read his preachments pure and plain, 
" But launch'd outright and rose and sank again : 
** At times he smil'd in scorn, at times he wept. 
And such sad coil with words of vengeance kept. 
That our best sleepers started as they slept 
'* ' Conviction comes like lightning,* he would cry ; 
' In vsdn you seek it and in vain you fly ; 
*' ' 'Tis like the rushing of the mighty wind, 
" ' Unseen its progress, but its power you find ; 
'' ' It strikes the child ere yet its reason wakes ; 
'' ' His reason fled, the antient sire it shakes; 
'' ' Tlie proud, leam'd man, and him who loves to know 
'< * How and from whence these gusts of grace will blow, 
" ' It shuns,— but, sinners in their way in^des, 
<* ' And sots and harlots visits in their deeds ; 
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" ' Of fidth md petiance it «t]|)plit8 flie place; 
" 'Assures the vilest that they lite by grate^ 
* 'Andy wtthout nikmliig, makes them win the race.' 
*' Suck was the doirtritie our young prophet taught ; 
" And here convietion, there confusion wrought c 
'* When his thm cheek assumed a deadly hue, 
'' And all the rose to one small spot withdrew i 
" They call'd it hectic ; 'twas a fiery flush, 
'* More fix'dand deeper than the maiden blush; 
" His paler lips the pearly teeth disclos*d, 

'' And laVring lungs the lengthening speech oppo&'d. 

*' No mone his span-girth shanks and qviv'ring thighs^ 

*( Upheld a body of the smaller size ; 

*' But down he sank upon his dying-bed, 

*' And gloomy crotchets fiird his wandering head.< — 
" * Spite of my faith, all-sating foith,* he cried, 

*' * I fear of worldly Works, the wicked pride; 

" ' Poor as I am, degraded, abject, blind. 

The good I 've wrought still rankles in my mind ; 
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'' ' My alms-deedt all and every deed I've done* 
" * My moral-rags defile me every one ; 
" * It should not be :— what say'st thou ? tell me, Ralph.* 
" Quoth I« ' Your Reverence, I believe, you're safe; 
" 'Your faith's your prop, nor have you pass'dsttcik 

•' * time, . 
" In life's goad-works as swell them to a crime. 
" If I of pardon for my sins were sure, 
" * About my goodness I would rest secure.' 

" Such was his end ; and mine approaches fast ; 
" I Ve scon my best of preachers, — and my last."— « 

He bow'd, and archly smil'd at what he said, 
C Wil but sly : - - - ' And is old Dibble dead ?' 

Yes ! he is gone : and we are going all ; 
Like flowers we whither and like leaves we falf ;•— 
Uere^ with an infant, joyful sponsors come. 
Then bear the new-made Christian to its home ; 
A few short years and we behold him stand, 
Toaskablessingy with his Bride in hand : 
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A few, ftill teeming shorter, and we hear 
Hb widow weeping at her husband's bier : — 
Thus, as the months succeed, shall infants take 
Their names ; thus parents shall the child forsake ; 
Thus brides again and bridegrooms blithe shall kneel^ 
Bj love or law compelled their vows to seal, 
£re I again, or one like me, explore 
These simple Annals of the Village Poor. 
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W BCN the sad soul, by care and grief opprest^ 
Looks round the world, but looks in vain, for rest ; 
When every object that appears in view. 
Partakes her gloom and seems dejected too ; 
Where shall affliction from itself retire ? 
Where fade away and placidly expire ? 
Alas ! we fly to silent scenes in vain. 
Care blasts the honours of the flow'ry plain : 
Care veils in clouds the sun*s meridian beam. 
Sighs through the*grove and murmurs in the stream ; 
For when the soul is labouring in despair. 
In vain the body breathes a purer air : 
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No storm-tost sailor sighs for slumbering seas^ — 
He dreads the tempest, but invokes the breeze ; 
On the smooth mirror of the deep resides 
Reflected woe, and o 'er unruffled tides 
The ghost of every former danger glides. 
Thus, in the calms of life, we only see 
A steadier image of our misery ; 
But lively gi^ aiKt gently-clouded skies. 
Disperse the sad ceflectiona as they rise ; 
And busy thoughts and little cares avail 
To ease the mind, when rest and reason lait. 
When the dull thouglit, by no designs employed, 

/ 

■ 4 

Dwells offthe past, or sui£erM orenjoy'd. 
We ble^ anew in eveny former grief. 
And joys departed furnish na relief 

Not Hope h^rsel^ with aU her flatteiing art. 
Can cure thisstubboraaickness of the heart} 
The soul disdains each comfort she prepares. 
And anxious searches for congenial cares-; 
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Those lemept cifics, which, with our owj9 comliia'd. 
By mixt sensations ease th' affljqted ami. 
And steal our grief away and leave their owixbehip4 ; 
A lighter grief ! whjcli fieeling hearts eoduro 
Without vegset, nor e'en deinand. a ciuie. 

But what strange art^ whajb ma^ can dispose 
The troubled nund to chaise it» nat^i^e wx>es i 
Or lead us willing frpin, ourseWes, to.se« 
Others more wretched, ipfiore undone than we I 
This, books can do ;«-Dor ti^& alone ; th^y givo 
New views to life and teach u^.hpw to live ; 
They soothe the gd^v'dy th^ stubborn they chastllw. 
Fools they adnionjsh, axul coi^iinn the wJs^ : 
Their aid they yi.eld taaU,: they never sbuik 
The man of sorcow i^or the wretch, undooo : 

Unlike the hard, the sel6sb«^ aadthe proud, 

» 

They fly not si^llen from, the suppliant qrowd; 

Nor tell to various people various things, 

M show to subjects, what they show to kings. 
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Come, Child of Care! to make thj soul 
Approach the treaniret of this traoqnfl scene; 
Survey the dome, and, as the doon unfold. 
The souPs best cure, in all her cares, behold ! 
Where mental wealth the poor in though may find. 
And mental physic the diseas'd in mind ; 
See here the balms that passion's wounds assuage ; 
See coolers here, that damp the fire of rage ; 
Here alt*ratives, by slow degree;s controid 
The chronic habits of the sickly soul ; 
And round the heart and o'er the aching head, 
Mild opiates here their sober influence shed. 
Now bid thy soul man's busy scenes exclude. 
And view compos'd this silent multitude: — 
Silent they are, but, though depriv'd of sound. 
Here all the living language abound ; 
Here all that live no more ; preserv'd they lie. 
In tombs that open to the curious eye. 
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Blest be the gracious Power> v ho taught mankind 
To stamp a lasting image of the mind ! — 
Beasts may cooyey, and tuneful birds may sing^ 
Their mutual feelings^ in the opening spring ; 
But man alone has skiU and power to send 
The heart's warm dictates to the distant friend : 
'Tis his alone to please, instruct, advise. 
Ages remote and nations yet to rise. 

In sweet repose, when labour's children sleep, 
When joy forgets to smile and care to weep. 
When passion slumbers in the lover's breast^ 
And fear and guilt partake the balm of rest. 
Why then denies the studious man to share 
Man's common good, who feels his common care ? 

Because the hope is his, that bids him fly 
Night's soft repose and sleep's mild power defy ; 

I 

That after-ages may repeat his praise. 

And fame's fair meed be his, for length of days. 

VOL. II. F 
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A worthy oflspring of Ibe frnitful 

W' till U, imru Slid nunt through BMnr jn maasiom day^ 

liiriU all uiir Ittboiir* all our canicpBy. 
Yii All Mrt- not these birtls of nablekiBii, 

Niil 4II Ihr I'luUircii of » vigorous mind ; 

hut vhlicrt- the wUcfflihouldaloDepamidey 

1 )u: weak wimld rule us aud the hlind would guide; 

Nil) . 111411' ■ bt'fti efforts taste of mauy aad ihow 

I liii |M)ui uml truubled source from wUdi tixy Aov : 

Wlu-iL- iiiiisl Ittt triumphs, we his wants pcroem, 

^iiU liu lib w«iikiieM in his wisdom grieve. 

Hdl lluiiigli iiii|iurfect all; yet wisdom loves 

1 Uti HViil kurtuei and virtue's self approves : — 

I Ilic: I uiite tlitt griev'dy a change of thought lo find; 

1 In: t iiru.iitt here, to Ssed a craving mmd ; 

ilcru tliu devout their peaceful temple choose ; 

Aiiii liere tlic poet meets his favourmg muse. 
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With awe> around these silent walks I tread ; 
These are the lasting mansions of the dead t— *- 

* The dead,' methinks a thousand tongues reply ; 

* These are the tombs of such as cannot die ! 

* Crown* d with eternal fame, they sit sublime, 

* And laugh at all the little strife of time.' 
Hail, then, immortals ! ye who shine above, 

Each, in bis sphere, the Uterary JoTe ; 
And ye the common people of these skies, 
An humbler crowd of nameless deities ; 
Whether it is yours to lead the willing mind 
Through history's roases, and the turnings find; 
Or whether, led by science, ye retire. 
Lost and bewildered in the vast desire ; 
Whether the Muse inrites you to her bowery 
And crowns your placid brows with liYiog flowers; 
Or godlike wisdom teaches you to show 
The noblest road to haj^iness below ; 
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Or men and manneri pvonipt the easy page 
To mark the flying follies of the age : 
Whatever good ye boast, that good impart ; 
Inform the head aud rectify the heart. 

Lo ! all in silence, all in order stand. 
And mighty folios first, a lordly band ; 
Then quartos their weH-order'd ranks maintain. 
And light octavos fill a spacious plain ; 
See yonder, rang'd in more frequented rows» 
An humbler band of duodecimos ; 
While undistinguish'd trifles swcU the scene. 
The last new play andfiitter'd magazine. 
Thus 'tis in life, where first the proud, the great^ 
In leagued ass^nhly keep their cumbrous state; 
Heavy and huge, they fill the world with dread^ 
Are much admir'd and are but little read i 
The commons next, a middle rank, are found ; 
Professtons firiutful pour their offspring round ; 
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Reasoners and wits are next their place allow' d> 
And last, of vulgar tribes, a countless crowd. 

First let us view the form, the size, the dress; 
For, these the manners, nay the mind express; 
That weight of wood, with leathern coat o'erlaid ; 
Those ample clasps, of solid metal made; 
The close-prest leaves, unclos'd for many an age ; 
The dull red edging of the well-fill'd page; 
On the broad back the stubborn ridges roll'd. 
Where yet the title stands in tamish'd gold : 
Tjiese all a sage and laboured work proclaim, 
A painful candidate for lasting fame : 
No idle wit, no trifling verse can lurk 
In the deep bosom of that weighty work ; 
No playful thoughts degrade the solemn style. 
Nor one light sentence claims a transient smile. 
Hence, in these times, untouched the pages lie. 
And slumber out their immortality ; 
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They had tbcir day, when, after all his toil. 
His morning study, and his niitlnight oil. 
At length on author's one great work appear'd. 
By patient hope, and length of days, endear'd : 
Expecting nations bail'd it from the press ; 
Poetic friends prefixM each kind address ; 
Princes and kings received the ponderous gift. 
And ladies read the work, they could not lift. 
Fashion, though folly's child, and guide of fools. 
Rules e*en the wisest, and in learning rules ; 
From crowds and courts to wisdom's seat she goes. 
And reigns triumphant o'er her mother's foes. 

I 

For lo! these fav'rites of the anttent mode 
Lie all neglected like the Birtk-^tay Ode; 
Ah 1 needless new this weight of massy chain * ; 
Safe in themselves, the once-4ov'd works remain ; 

--• mtr, .,ir . iii4t i'.iLf.i. i...i:. ... .'•. i j ;■■•■ ■ ... :; .^ 

* Iq the more antient libraries, works of value and im- 
portance were fastened to their places by a length of 
chain ; and might so be perused, but not taken away. 
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No readers dow invade their still retreat, 
None try to steal them from their parent-seat ; 
Like antient beauties, they may now discard 
Chains, bdts, and locks, and lie without a guard. 

Our patient fathers trifUng themes laid by. 

And rolled, o'er laboured works, th* attentive eye ; 

Page after page, the much-enduring men 

£xpior*d, the deeps and shallows of the pen ; 

Till, every former note and comment known, 

They mark'd the spacious margUi with their own : 

Mbute corrections prov'd their studious care ; 

The little index, pointing, told us where ; 

And many an emendation show'd, the age 

Look'd far beyond the rubric title-page. 
Our nicer palates lighter labours seek, 

Cloy'd with a folio-iVi(m^r once a week ; 

Bibles, with cuts and comments, thus go down ; 

E'en light Yoltaire is numbered through the town : 
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Thus physic flies abroad, and thus the law. 
From men of study and from men of straw ; 
Abstracts, abridgements, please the fickle times. 
Pamphlets and plays and politics and rhymes; 
But though, to write be now a task of ease. 
The task is hard by manly arts to please. 
When all our weakness is expos'd to view. 
And half our judges are our rivals too. 

Amid these works, on which the eager eye 
Delights to fix, or glides reluctant by. 
When all combin'd, their decent pomp display. 
Where shall we first our early oflf'ring pay? — 

To thee. Divinity ! to thee, the light 
And guide of mortals, through their mental night ; 
By whom we learn, our hopes and fears to guide; 
To bear with pain and to contend with pride ; 
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When griev'd, to pray; vr hen injured, to forgive; 

And with the world in charity to live. 

Not truths like these, inspir'd that numerous race, 
Whose pious labours fill this ample space ; 
But questions nice, where doubt on doubt arose* 
Awak'd to war the long-contending foes. 
For dubious meanings, learnM polemics strove. 
And wars on faith prevented works of love ; 
The brands of discord far around were hurl'd. 
And holy wfath inflam'd a sinful world:— 
Dull though impatient, peevish though devout. 
With wit disgusting and despis'd without; 
Saints in design, in execution, men. 
Peace in their looks and vengeance in their pen. 

Methinks I see, and sicken at the sight. 
Spirits of spleen from yonder pile alight ; 
Spirits who prompted every damning page. 
With pontiff pride and still-increasing rage : 
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Lo ! how they stretch their gloomy wings around^ 
And lash with furious strokes the trembling ground ! 
They fH'ey, they fight, they murdw, and they weep,- 
Wolves in their vengeance, in their manners sheep ; 
Too well they act the prophet's fatal part, 
Denouncing evil with a zealous heart ; 
And each, like Jonas, is displeased if God 
Repent his anger, or witiihold his rod. 

But here, the dormant fury rests unsought. 
And zeal sleeps soundly by the foes she fought ; 
Hete all the rage of controversy ends, 
And rival zealots rest like bosom-friends ; 
An Athanasian here, in deep repose. 
Sleeps with tise fiercest of his Arian foes; 
Socinians here with Calvinists abide. 
And thin partitions angry chieh divide ; 
Here wily Jesuits simple Quakers meet. 
And Bellarmhe has rest at LtUher^s feet 
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Great authors for the Church's glory &t^d, 

Are, for the Church's peace, to rest retir'd ; 

And close beside, a mystic, maudlin race. 

Lie, ** Crumbs of Comfort, for the Babes of Grace." 

Against her foes, religion well defends 
Her sacred truths, but often fears her fHends ; 
If learn' d, their pride, if weak, their zeal she dreads, 
And their hearts' weakness, who have soundest heads : 
But most she fears the controversial pen. 

The holy strife of disputatious men; 

Who the blest Gospel's peaceful page explore. 

Only to fight against its precepts more. 
Near to these seats, behold yon slender frames. 

All closely fill'd and mark'd with modem names ; 

Where no fair science ever shows her face. 

Few sparks of genius and no spark of grace ; 

There sceptics rest, a still-increasing throng. 

And stretch their widening wings ten-thousand strong; 
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Some in close fight their dubious claims msuntain ; 
Some skirmish lightly, fly and fight again ; 
Coldly profane and impiously gay. 
Their end the same, though various in their way. 

When first Religion came to bless the land. 
Her friends were then a firm believing band ; 
To doubt was, then, to plunge in guilt extreme, 
And all was gospel that a monk could dream ; 
Insulted reason fled the grov'ling soul. 
For fear to guide and visions to control : 
But now, when reason has assumed her throne, 
She, in her turn, demands to reign alone ; 
Rejecting all that lies beyond her view. 
And, being judge, will be a witness too : 
Insulted faith then leaves the doubtful mind. 
To seek for truth, without a power to find : 
Ah ! when will both in friendly beams unite. 
And pour on erring^man resistless light ? 
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Next to the seats^ well stor'd with works di? ine, 
An ample space^ Philosophy! is thine ; 
Our reason's guide, by whose assisting light 
We trace the moral bounds of wrong and right ; 
Our guide through nature, from the sterile clay, 
To the bright orbs of yon celestial way ! 
Tis thine, the great, the golden chain to trace. 
Which runs through all, connecting race with race ; 
Save where those puzzling; stubborn links remain. 
Which thy inferior light pursues in vain : — 
How vice and virtue in the soul contend ; 
How widely differ, yet how nearly blend ! 
What various passions war on either part, 
And now confirm, now melt the yielding heart : 
How fancy loves around the world to stray. 
While judgment slowly picks his sober way; 
The stores of memory and the flights sublime 
Of genius, bound by neither space nor time;— 
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Ailthese^ divine philosophy explores, 
Till^ lost in awe^ she wonders and adores. 
From these, descending to the earth, she turns. 
And matter, in its various form, discerns ; 
She parts the beamy light with skill profbuixiy 
Metes the thin air and weighs the flying sound ; 
'Tis hers, the lightning from the clouds to call. 
And teach the fiery mischief where to fall. 

Yet more her volumes teach,— 'On these we ]ook 
As abstracts drawn from Nature's larger book : 
Here, first described, the torpid earth appears. 
And next, the vegetable^robe it wears ; 
Where fiow'ry tribes, in Tallies, fields and groTes, 
Nurse the still flame, and leed the silent loves ; 
Loves, where no grief, nor joy, nor bUss, nor pain. 
Warm the glad heart or vex the labouring brain ; 
But as the green blood moves along the blade. 
The bed of Flora on the braacb is made ; 
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Where, liiritbout piaioD, love instinctive Kves^ 
And gives new life> unconscious that it gives. 
Advancing still In Nature's maze> we trace, . 
In dens and burning pkuns, her savage-race ; 
With those tame^tribes who on their lord attend. 
And find, in man, a master and a friend : 
Man crowns the tcene, a world of wonders new, 
A moral world, that well demands our view. 

This world is here; for^ of more lofty kind, 
These neighbouring volumes reason on the mind ; 
They paint the state of man ere yet endued 
With knowledge; — man, poor, ignorant, and rude 
Then, as his state improves, their pages swell. 
And all its cares, and all its comforts, tdl : 
Here we behold how inexperience buys. 
At little price, the wisdom of the wise ; 
Without the troubles of an active state. 
Without the cares and dangers of the great, 
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Without the mberies of the poor, we know 
What wisdom, wealth, and poverty bestow ; 
We see how reason calms the raging mind, ' 
And how contending passions urge mankind : 
Some, won by virtue, glow with sacred fire ; 
Some, lured by vice, indulge the low desire ; 
Whilst others, won by either, now pursue 
The guilty chace, now keep the good in view ; 
For ever wretched, with themselves at strife. 
They lead a puzzled, vext, uncertain life ; 
For, transient vice bequeaths a lingering pain. 
Which transient virtue seeks to cure in v;un. 



Whilst thus engaged, high views enlarge the soul. 
New interests draw, new principles control ; 
Nor thus the soul alone resigns her grief. 
But here the tortured body finds relief; 
For see where yonder sage Arachni sh2^>es 
Her subtile gin, that not a fly escapes ! 
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!re Physic iillt the space, sHid fir around, 
aboTC pile, her learned works abound ; 
riotts their aim— 4o ease the labouring heart ; 
irar with death and stop his flying dart ; 
race the source whence the fierce contest grew^ 
life's short lease on easier terms renew ; 
adm the frenzy of the bummg brain ; 
leal the tortvres of imploring pain ; 
when more powerful ills all efforts brave, 
ase the Tiothn no device can save, 
smooth tiie stormy passage to the grave. 
tt man, who knows no good unmix'd and pure, 
inds a poison where he sought a cure ; 
grave deceivers lodge their labours here, 
cloud the science they pretend to clear : 
'gesforsin, the solemn tribe are sent; 
fire and storms,'they call us to repent ; 
jormB subside, and fires forget to rage, 
are eternal scourges of the age: 

Cm II. G 
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'Tb not enough that each tenrific hand 
Spreads desolation round a guilty land ; . 
But, train'd to ill^ and hardened by its crimef. 
Their pen relentless kills through future times. 

Say ye, who search these records of the dead. 
Who read huge works, to boast what ye have read ; 
Can all the real knowledge ye possess. 
Or those (if such there are), who more than guess, 
Atone for each impostor's wild mistakes. 
And mend the blunders pride or folly makes ? 

What thought so wild, what airy dream so. light. 
That will not prompt a theorist to write ? 
What art so prevalent, what proof so strong. 
That will convince him his attempt is wrong } 
One in this solids finds each lurking ill. 
Nor grants the passive fluids power to kill ; 
A learned firiend some subtler reason brings. 
Absolves the channels^ but condemns their springs ; 



TRB LIBRARY. 88 



The subtile nenres, that shun the doctor's eye. 
Escape no more his subtler theory ; 
The vital heat, that warms the labouring hearty 
Lends a hir system to these sons of art ; 
The vital air> a pure and subtile stream. 
Serves a foundation for an airy scheme. 
Assists the doctor, and supports his dream. 
Some have their fisvourite ills, and each disease 
Is but a younger branch that kills from these : 
One to the gout contracts all human pain. 
He views it raging in the frantic brain ; 
Finds it in fevers all his efforts mar. 
And sees it lurking in the cold catarrh : 
Klioui by some, by others nervous seen, 
Bage the fantastic demons of the spleen ; 
And every symptom of the strange disease* 
With every system of the sage agrees. 

Ye frigid tribe, on whom I wasted long 
Tlie tedious hours and ne'er indulged in song ; 
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Ye first seducers of my easy heart. 

Who promised knowledge, ye could not impart ; 

Ye dull delttders, truth's destructive foes ; 

Ye sons of fiction, dad in stupid prose ; 

Ye treacherous leaders, whO| yourselves in doub^ 

light up false fires and send us far about ;— 

Still may yon spider round your pages spin. 

Subtile and slow, her emblematic gin! 

Buried in dust and lost in silence, dwell. 

Most potent, grave, and reverend friends-^^tfewell I 

Near these, and where the setting sun displayi. 
Through the dim window, his departing rays. 
And gilds yon columns, there, on either side. 
The huge abridgments of the Law abide; 
Fruitful as vice the dread correctors stand. 
And spread their guardian terrors round the land; 
Yet, as the best that human care can do. 
Is mixt with error, oft with evil too. 
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Skill'd in deceit, and practised to evade. 
Knaves stand secure, for whom these laws were made : 
And justice vainly each expedient tries. 
While art eludes it, or while power defies. 
Ah! happy age," the youthful poet sings. 
When the free nations knew not laws nor kings; 
When aU were blest to share a common store, 
And none were proud of wealth, for none were poor ; 
No wars, nor tumults vexM each still domain, 
No thurst of empire, no desire of gain ; 
No proud great man, nor one who would be great, 
Drove modest merit from its proper state : 
Nor into distant climes would avarice roam. 
To fetch delights for luxury at home. 
Bound by no ties which kept the soul in awe. 
They dwelt at liberty, and love was law !" 

'* Mistaken youth ! each nation first ^as rude, 
Each man a cheerless son of solitude. 
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To whom no joys of social life were known. 

None felt a care that was not all hu own ; 

Or in some languid clime his abject soul 

Bow'd to a little tyrant's stem control; 

A slave, with slaves his monarch's throne he rab'd. 

And in rude song his ruder idol prais'd ; 

^rhe meaner cares of life were all he knew. 

Bounded his pleasures, and his wishes few : 

But when by slow degrees the arts arose. 

And science waken'd from her long repose ; 

When commerce, rising from the bed of ease, 

Kan round tlie land and pointed to the seas ; 

When emulation, bom with jealous eye. 

And avarice, lent their spurs to industry ; 

Then one by one the numerous laws were made. 

Those to control, and these to succour trade ; 

To curb the insolence of rude command. 

To snatch the victim from tlie usurer's hand ; ,, 
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To awe the bold, to yield the wrong'd redress. 
And feed the poor with luxury's excess.*' 

Like some vast flood, unbounded, fierce, and strong. 
His nature leads ungOTem'd man along ; 
like mighty bulwarks made to stem that tide. 
The laws are form'd and placed on ev'ry side: 
Whene'er it breaks the bounds by these decreed. 
New statutes rise, and stronger laws succeed ; 
More and more gentle grows the dying stream. 
More and more strong the rising bulwarks seem ; 
Till, like a miner working sure and slow. 
Luxury creeps on, and ruins all below ; 
The basis sinks, the ample piles decay. 
The stately fabric shakes and falls away ; 
Primaeval want and ignorance come on. 
But freedom, that exalts the savage state, is gone. 

Next, HisTo&T ranks ;-*-there full infirontshelies. 
And every nation her dread tale supplies ; 
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Yet history bat her doubtt, aod every age 
With sceptic queries marks the passing page ; 
Records of old nor later date are clear. 
Too distant those, and these are plac'd too near ; 
There time conceals the objects from our view. 
Here our own passions and a writer's too : 
Yet, in these volumes, see how states arose ! 
Guarded by virtue frooEt surrounding foes ; 
Their virtue lost, and of their triumphs vain, 
Lo ! how they sunk to slavery again ! 
Satiate with power, of fame and wealth possest, 
A nation grows too glorious to be blest ; 
Conspicuous made, she stands the mark of all. 
And foes join foes ta triumph in her fall. 

Thus speaks the page that paints ambition's race. 
The monarch's pride, his glory, his disgrace ; 
The headlong course, that madd'ning heroes run. 
How soon triumphant, and how soon undone ; 
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How slaves, turn'd tyrants, offer crowns to sale^ 
And each fall'n nation's melancholy tale. 

Lo ! where of late the Book of Martyrs stood. 
Old pious tracts, and Bibles bound in wood ; 
There, such the taste of our degenerate age. 
Stand the profEme delusions of the Stage: 
Yet virtue owns the Tragic Musb a friend. 
Fable her means, morality her end ; 
For this she rules all passions in their turns. 
And now the bosom bleeds, and now it bums ; 
Pity with weeping eye surveys her bowl. 
Her anger swells, her terror chills the soul ; 
She makes the vile to virtue yield applause, 
And own her sceptre while they break her laws ; 
For vice in others is abhorr'd of all. 
And villains triumph when the worthless fidl. 
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Not thus her sister Comedy prevails, 

Who shoots at folly, for her arrow fails; 

* 

Folly, by dulness arm'd, eludes the wound. 
And harmless sees the feather'd shafts rebound ; 
Unhurt she stands, applauds the archer's skill. 
Laughs at her malice, and is folly still. 
Yet well the muse pourtrays in fuicied scenes. 
What pride will stoop to, what profession means ; 
How formal fools the farce of state applaud ; 
How caution watches at the lips of fraud ; 

The wordy variance of domestic life ; 

The tyrant husband, the retorting wife ; 

The snares for innocence, the lie of trade. 

And the smooth tongue's habitual masquerade. 
With her the virtues too obtain a place. 

Each gentle passion, each becoming grace; 

The social joy in life's securer road. 

Its easy pleasure, its substantial good ; 



THE LIBKAKY. 9l 



The happ J thought that conscious virtue gives. 
And all that ought to live, and all that lives. 

But who are these ? Methinks a noble mien. 
And awful grandeur in their form are seen. 
Now in disgrace : what though by time is spread 
Polluting dust o'er every reverend head ; 
What though beneath yon gilded tribe they lie, 
^rid dull observers pass insultbg by : 
Forbid it shame, forbid it decent awe^ 
What seems so grave, should no attention draw ! 
Come, let us then with reverend step advance. 
And greet — the ancient worthies of Romance. 

Hence, ye profiine ! I feel a former dread, 
A thousand visions float around my head : 
H^rk ! hollow blasts through empty courts resound. 
And shadowy forms with staring eyes stalk round ; 
See ! moats and bridges, walls and castles rise, 
GhostSj fairies, demons, dance before our eyes ; 
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Lo! magic rene inscrib'd on golden gate. 

And bloody hand that beckons on to &te ;— - 

** And who art thou> thou little page, unfold ? 

*' Say, doth thy lord my C/^nM withhold? 

'* Go tell him straight. Sir Knight, thou must resijp 

" The captive queen : — ^for Claribel is mine/' 

Away he flies ; and now for bloody deeds. 

Black suits of annour, masks, and foaming steeds ; 

The giant falls ; his recreant throat I seis^. 

And from his corslet take the massy keys : — 

Dukes, lords and knights. in long procession move, 

Releas'd from bondage with my virgin love : — 

She comes ! she comes! in all the charms of youth, 

Unequall'd love and unsuspected truth! 

Ah ! happy he who thus, in magic themes. 
O'er worlds bewitch'd, in early rapture dreams. 
Where wild enchantment waves her potent wand. 
And fancy's beauties fill her fairy land ; 
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Where doubtful objects strange desires excite. 
And fear and ignorance afiford delight 

Butlosty for ever lost, tome these jo^. 
Which reason scattetB and which time destroys. 
Too dearly bought s maturer judgment calk 
My busi<ed mind> i^ism tales and madrigals; 
My doughty giants dl are slain or fled. 
And all my Imig^tSy blue, green, and yellow, dead 1 
No more the midnight fairy tribe I view. 
All in the merry moonshme tippling dew ; 
^ea the last lingering fiction of the brain. 
The church-yard ghost, is now at rest again ; 
And all Hicie wayward wanderings of my youth, 
fly reason's power and shun the light of truth. 

With fiction then does real joy reside. 
And is our reason the delusive guide ? 
Is it then right to dream ihe syrens sing} 
Or mount enraptured on the dragon's wing } 



No, *tii the Mwt miMl, to 
That makes th' imagyi^d 
Soon at rtflecticai m the 
Liglit flooibcn Tanah from ike cJoodcd cjcs : 
The tear and smile, tfaatoaoetogetlMrvQa^ 
Are then difoic'd ; the iKad and keart are Ibcs 
Enchantment bows to wiidon's seiioiis pfan. 
And pain and (MTudcBce make aad mar the 



While thus, of power and Canded en^Mie ^rain^ 
With rarious thoughts my mind I entertain ; 
While books my slares, with tyrant hand I seiae^ 
Pleased with the pride that will not let them pkase ; 
Sudden I find terr&c thoughtsaris^ 
And sympathetic sorrow fills my eyes ; 
For, lo ! while yet my heart admits the wound, 
I see the C&itic army ranged around. 

Foes to our r^ice ! if erer ye have known 
j^ father's fears for offspring of your own ;— 
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If ever, smiling o*er a lucky line. 

Ye thought the sudden sentiment divine. 

Then paus*d and doubted, and then, tir'd of doubt. 

With rage as sudden dash'd the stanza out ; — 

If, after fearing much and pausing long. 

Ye ventur*d on the world your labour'd song. 

And from the crusty critics of those days, 

Implor'd the feeble tribute of their praise ; 

Remember now, the fears that mov*d you then, 

And, spite of truth, let mercy guide your pen. 

What venf rons race are ours ! what mighty foes 
Lie waiting all around them to oppose ! 
What treacherous friends betray them to the figlit! 
What dangers threaten them I — ^yet still they write : 
A hapless tribe ! to every evil bom. 
Whom villains hate and fools afifect to scorn : 
Strangers they come, ami4 a world 6f woe. 
And taste the largest portion ere they go. 
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Pensive I apdu, and cait mine eyes around ; 
The roof, metlumg^t, retum'd a iolenin sound ; 
£ach column scem'd to shake, and clouds, like smoke, 
From dusty piles and ancient volumes broke ; 
Gathering above, like mists condensed they seem, 
£xhal'd in Summer from the rushy stream ; 
Like flowing robes they now appear, and twine 
Round the large members of a form divine ; 
His silver beard, that swept his aged breast. 
His piercing eye, that inward light expressed. 
Were seen,— 4mt clouds and darkness veil'd the rest 
Fear chill'd my heart: to one of mortal race. 
How awM seem'd the Genius of the place ! 
So in Cimmerian shores, Ulysses saw 
His parent-shade, and shrank in pious awe ; 
like him I stood, and wrapt in thought profound. 
When from the pitying power broke forth a solemn 
sound:— 



• 
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** Care lives with all ; no rules, no precepts save 
The wise from vfoe, no fortitude the brave ; 
Grief is to man as certain as the grave : 
Tempests and storms in life's whole progress rise. 
And hope shines dimly through o*erclouded skies ; 
Some drops of comfort on the favoured fall. 
But showers of sorrow are the lot of all : 
Partial to talents, then, shall Heav'n withdraw 
Th' afflicting rod, or break the general law? 
Shall he who soars, inspir'd by loftier views. 
Life's little cares and little pains refuse ? ; V; ; 
Shall he ' not rather feel a double share ' r/ 

Of mortal woe, when doubly arm'd to bear ? 

" Hard is his fate who builds his peace of mind 
On the precarious mercy of mankind ; 
Who hopes for wild and visionary things. 
And mounts o'er unknown seas with venturous wings 
But as, of various evils that befall 
The human race, some portion goes to all; 
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To him perhaps the milder lot's assign' d^ 

Who feels his consolation in his mind ; 

Andy lock'd within his bosom, bears about 

A mentaU charm for every care without. 

E'en in the pangs of each domestic grief, 

Or health or vigorous hope affords relief; 

And every wound the tortur'd bosom feels, 

Or virtue bears^ or some preserver heals ; 

Some generous friend, of ample power possest ; 

Some feeling heart, that bleeds for the distrest; 

Some breast that glows with virtues all divine ; 

Some noble RUTLAND, Misery's friend and thine. 

" Nor say, the Muse's song, the Poet's pen. 
Merit the scorn they meet from little men. 
With cautious freedom if the numbers flow, 
Not wildly high, not pitifully low ; 
If vice alone their honest aims oppose, 
Why so asham'd their friends, so loud their foes ? 
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Happy for men in every age and clime, 

If all the sons of vision dealt in rhyme. 

Go on then. Son of Vision I still pursue 

The airy dreams ; the world is dreaming too. 

Ambition's lofty views, the pomp of state. 

The pride of wealtl), the splendour of the great, 

Stript of their mask, their cares and troubles known. 

Are visions far less happy than thy own : 

Go on ! and, while the sons of care complain , 

Be wisely gay and innocently vain ; 

While serious souls are by their fears undone, 

Blow sportive bladders in the beamy sun. 

And call them worlds ! and bid the greatest show 

More radiant colours in their worlds below : 

Then, as they break, the slaves of care reprove. 

And tell them. Such are all the toys they love." 
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E qaibw, bi vacnas impleot Mnnonibai anret, 
HI Bamta femat al(d ; menaur&qae flcti 
Cretcit, et anditia aliquidnoviu adjlcit anctor: 
lUk ereduUtas, illic temerarlns error, 
Vao&qae Istitia est, coasteroatiqae UmorM, 
6editi6que repeu, dnbi^qae auctore nuarri. 

Of Id. MettMOrpb. Lib. xli. 

A TIME likethiSf a busy, bustling time^ 

Suits ill with writers, very ill with rhyme ; 
Unheard we sing, when party-rage runs strong, 
And mightier madness checks the flowing song: 
Or, should we force tlie peaceful Muse to wield 
Her feeble arms amid the furious field, 
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Where party-pens a wordy war maintain^ 
Poor is her anger and her friendship vain ; 
And oft the foes who feel her stingy combine. 
Till teriouf vengeance pays an idle line ; 
For party-poets are like wasps, who dart 
Death to themselves and to their foes but smart 

Hard then our fate : if general themes we choose. 
Neglect awaits the song, and chills the Muse ; 
Or should we sing the subject of the day. 
To-morrow's wonder puflfs our praise awaj. 
More blest the bards of that poetic time. 
When all found readers who could find a rhyme ; 
Green grew the bays on every teeming head. 
And Cibber was enthron*d and Settle read. 
Sing, drooping Muse, the cause of thy decline; 
Why reign no more the once-triumphant Nme ? 
Alas ! new charms the wavering many gam. 
And rival sheets the reader's eye detain ; 
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A daily swarm^ that banish every Muse^ 
Come flying forth> and mortals call them News * 
For these, unread, the noblest volumes lie ; 
For these, in sheets unsoil'd, the Muses die ; 
Unbought, unblest, the virgin copies wait 
In vain for fame, and sink, unseen, to fiatc. 

Since, then, the town forsakes us for our foes,^ 
The smoothest numbers for the harshest pro«e; 
Let us, with generous scorn, tiie taste deride,, 
And sing our rivals with a rival's pride. 

Ye gentle poets, who so oft complain 
That foul neglect is all your labours gain ; 
That pity only checks your growing spite 
To erring msm^ and prompts you still to write ; 
That your choice work& on humble stalls are laid,. 
Or vainly grace the windows of the trade ; 
fie ye my friends, if friendship e'er can warm 
Those nval bosoms whoni> the Muses charm t 
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Think of the common cause, wherein we go. 
Like gallant Ghreeks against the Trojan foe ; 
Nor let one peevish chief his leader blame, 
Till, crown'd with conquest, we regain our fame ; 
And let us join our forces to subdue 
. This bold assuming but successful crew. 

I sing of News, and all those vapid sheets 
The rattling hawker vends through gaping streets ; 
Whate'er their name, whafer the time they fly. 
Damp from the press, to charm the reader's eye : 
For, soon as morning dawns with roseate hue. 
The Herald of the mom arises too ; 
Post after Post succeeds, and, all day long. 
Gazettes and Ledgejels swarm, a noisy throng. 
When evening comes, she comes with all her train 
Of Ledgers, Chronicles, and Posts again. 
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like bats, appearmg» when the sun goes down. 
From holes obscure and comers of the town. 
Of an these triflers> all like these, I write; 
Oh ! like my subject could my song ddight. 
The crowd at UaytTs one poefs name should laise. 
And all the jiUey echo to his praise. 

In shoals the hours their constant numbers bring, 
like insects waking to th' advancing spring ; 
Which take their rise from grubs obscene that lie . ^ . 
In shallow pods, or thence ascend the sky : 
Such are these base ephemeras, so bom 
To die before the next revolving mom. 

Yet thus they differ : insect-tribes are lost 
In the first visit of a winter's frost ; 
While these remain, a base but constant breed. 
Whose swarming sons their short-liv'd sires succeed ; 
No changing season makes their number less. 
Nor Sunday shines a Sabbath on the press ! ! 
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Then lol the stinted Monitor is born^ 
Whose pious hce some sacred texts.adora x 
As artful sinnen cloak the secret sin^ 
Ta veil with seeming grace tlie guile within ; 
So Manl Essays on his front appear. 
But all is carnal business in the rear ; 
The freslwx>in'd lie, the secret whisper'd last,. 
Aod all the gleanings ot the six days past 

With these letir'd, through half the Sabbath^y, 
The London-lounger yawns his hours away: 
Not so, my little flock I, your preacherfly. 
Nor waste the time no worldly wealth can buy;. 
But let the decent maid and sober clown. 
Pray for these idlers of the sinful town i 
This day, at least, on nobler themes bestow. 
Nor gi^e to Woodjfdl, or the world below. 

But, Sunday past, what numbers flourish theui. 

What wond'ivus labours of the press and pen I. 
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Diurnal inost^ some thrice each week affords. 
Some only once, — O avarice of words! 
When thousand starring minds such manna seek*, 
To drop the precious food but once a week. 
Endless it were to sing the powers of all. 
Their names, their numbers ; how they rise and fall ; 
Like baneful herbs the gazer*s eye they seise. 
Rush to the head and poison where tliey please: 
Like idle flies, a busy, buzzing train. 
They drop their maggots in the triflePs brain : 
That genial soil receives the fruitful store. 
And there they grow, and breed a thousand more. 

Now be their arts display'd, how first they choose 
A cause and party, as the bard his muse ; 
Inspir'd by these, with clamorous zeal they cry, 
And through the town their dreams and omens fly : 



* The Mannii of the Day. Green's Spleen. 
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So the Sibylline * leaves were blown about, 

pisjointed scraps of fate involv'd in d^bt; 

So idle dreams, the journals of the night. 

Are right and wrong by turns, and mingle wrong with 

right.— 
Some champions for the rights that prop the crown> 
Some sturdy patriots, sworn to pull them down ; 
Some neutral powers, with secret forces fraught, 
Wishmg for war, but willing to be bought ; 
.While some to every side and party go. 
Shift every friend and join with every foe ; 
Like sturdy rogues in privateers they strike' . 
This side and that, the foes of both alike ; 
A traitor-crew, who thrive in troubled times,. 

r ' 

Fear'd for their force and courted for their crimes. 



in foliis descripsit carmina Virgo ;— 
et teneres turbavit jaoua frondes. 

Virg. .£neid. lib. iii. 
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Chief to the prosperous side the numbers sail. 
Fickle and false, they veer with every gale ; 
As birds that migrate from a freezing shore. 
In search of warmer climes, come skimming o'er. 
Some bold adventurers first prepare to try 
The doubtful sunshine of the distant sky ; 
But soon the growing Summer's certain sun 
Wins more and more, till all at last are won : 
So, on the early prospect of disgrace, 
Fly in vast troops this apprehensive race ; 
Instinctive tribes ! their failing food they dread. 
And buy, with timely change, their future bread. 

Such are our guides ; how many a peaceful head. 
Born to be still, have they to wrangling led I 
How many an honest zealot, stol'u from trade. 
And factious tools of pious pastors made ! 
With clews like these they tread the maze of state. 
These oracles explore, to learn our fate ; 



i. 
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Pleas'd with the guidet who can so wdl 
Who cannot lie lo £ut at they bdiere. 



Oft lend h ^<^» to s<^°^ *^^ friend an car, 
(For wc who will not speak are doom'd to hear); 
While he, bcwilder'di tells his anxious thoug)i^ 
Infectious fear from tainted scribblers caught. 
Or idiot hope; for each his mind assails. 
As Lloyo'm court-liglit or Stockdale's g^m prevails. 
Yet stand I patient while but one declaims. 
Or gives dull comments on the speech he maims; 
But oh ! ye Muses, keep your votary's feet 
From tavern-haunts where politicians meet ; 
Where rector, doctor, and attorney pause. 
First on each parish then each public cause : 
Indited roads and rates that still increase ; 
The murmuring poor, who will not £ast in peace ; 
Election-zeal and friendship, since declin'd ; 
A tax commuted, or a tithe in kind ; 
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The Dutch and Gennaos kindling into strife ; 
Dull port and poachers vile 1 the serious ills of life. 

Here conies the neighbouring justice, pleas'd to guide 
His little club and in the chair preside. 
In private business his commands prevail. 
On public themes his reasoning turns the scale; 
Assenting silence soothes his happy car. 
And, in or out, his party triumphs here. 

Nor here th* infectious rage for party stops. 
But flits along from palaces to shops ; 
Our weekly journals o'er the land abound. 
And spread their plagues and influenzas round ; 
The vilbge too, the peaceful, pleasant plain, 
fireeds the Whig-farmer and the Tory-swain ; 
Brookes' and St Alban's boasts not, but, instead. 
Stares the Red Ram, and sw.ings the Rodnetfi Head : — 
Hither, with all a patriot's care, comes he 
Who owns the little but that makes lum free ; 

V OL. 11. ' I 
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Whose yearly imy ffanlnigf buy the fnule 
Of mightier men, and neirer wMte the while ; 
Who feeb hb freeholcPt worth »d looks elate, 
A little prep and piUar of the state. 

Here he deligbti the weekly news to con. 
And mingle comments as he bhinden on ; • 
To swallow all their ▼arying authors teach. 
To spell a title and confound a speech: 
nill with a muddled mind he quits the news* 
And claims his nation's licence to abuse ; 
Then joins the cry, " That all the courtly race, 
" Are venal candidates for power and place ;'^ 
'^ ct feels some joy, amid the general vice, 
I'hut his ovm vote will bring its wonted price. 

These are the ills the teeming press supplies, 
1 hese pois'nous spiings from learning's fountsun rise ; 
Not there the wise alone their entrance find. 
Imparting useful light to mortals blind; 
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Buty blind themselvei, these erring guides held out 

Alluring lights^ to lead us far about ; 

ScreeuM by such means, here scandal whets her quill* 

Here slander shoots unseen, whene'er she will ; 

Here fraud and falsehood labour to deceive. 

And folly aids them both, impatient to believe. 

Such, Sons of Britain I, arc the guides yc trust ; 
So wise their counsel, their reports so just :-— 
Yet, though we cannot call their morals pure, 
Their judgment nice, or their decisions sure ; 
Merit they have to mightier works unknown, 
A style, a manner, and a fate their own. 

We, who for longer fame with labour strive. 
Are psun'd to keep our sickly works alive ; 
Studious we toil, with patient care refine. 
Nor let our love protect one languid line. 
Severe ourselves, at last our works appear, 
When, ah! we find our readers more severe: 
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For after all our care and pains, how few 
Acquire applause^ or keep it if they do ! — 

Not 80 these sheets, ordain'd to happier £tfe, 

Praii*d through their day, and but that^y their d^te ; 

Their careleu authors only strive to join 

As many words as make an even line* ; 

As many lines, as fill a row complete ; 

As many rows, as furnish up a sheet: 

From side to side, with ready types they run, 

Tlie measure's ended, and the work is done ; 

Oh, born with ease, how enyy'd and how blest ! 

Your fate to-day and your to-morrow's rest. 

To you all readers turn, and they can look 
Plcas'd on a paper, who abhor a book ; 



■:■'■' tw 



* How many hours bring about the day, 
How many days will furnish up the year. 
How many years a mortal man may live ; &c. 

Sbakespear'f Henry VL 
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Those, who ne'er deignM their Bible to peruse. 
Would think it hard to be deny'd their news ; 
Sinners and saints, the wisest with the weak. 
Here mingle tastes and one amusement seek^; 
This, like the public inn, provides a treat. 
Where each promiscous guest sits down to eat; 
And such this mental food, as we may call 
Something to all men and to some men all. 

Next, in what rare production shall we trase, 
Such various subjects in so small a space ? 
As the first ship upon the waters bore 
Incongruous kinds who never met before.; 
Or as some curious virtuoso joins. 
In one small room, moths, minerals, and coins, 
Birds, beasts, and Ashes ; nor refuses place 
To serpents, toads, and all the reptile-race ; 
So here, compress' d within a single sheet. 
Great things and small, the mean andmij-hty meet; 
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Tit this which maket all Europe's basnctt kaowiv 
Yet here a |irivate man may place hk own ; 
An J, where he reads of Lords aod Compiom^ he 
May tell their hoaoun that he sells rappee. 

Add next th' amusement which the motley page 
AfTords to either sex and every sge : 
Lot where it oemes before the cheerfel fire^^ 
Damps from the press in smoky curls aspire 
(As from the earth the sun exhales the dew). 
Ere we can read the vondero that ensue t 
I1ien eager every eye surveys the part, 
l^hat brings its favonrke suli^ect to the heart ; 
Grave politicians look ibr facts akme. 
And gravely add conjectures of their owki : 
The sprightly nymph^ who never brok^ heri^st 
For tottering crowns, cr mighty lands oppie^^ 
Fmds broils and battles, but neglects them all 
For songs and suits* abirtb-daj> or a ball; 
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The keen wann imui o'erlooks each idle U(e 
For " Money's wanted/' and "EsUtetonSale; 
While some with equal minds to all attend, 
Pleas'd with each part and griev'd to find an end 



So charm the N^ews ; but we, who, far from towB> 
Wait till the post-man brings the packet down» 
Once in the week, a vacant day behold, 
And stay for tidings, till they're three days old : 
That day arrives; no welcome post x^spears. 
Bat the dull mom a sullen daptct wears^ 
We meet, but ah ! without our wonted smile. 
To talk of headaches, and complain of bile ; 
SuUth we ponder «'er a dyuUxepasty 
Nor feast the body while the tniad 'must &st. 

A masttf*"passioa is the love aT news. 
Not music m c^amiBad^ nor .so the Musti 
Give poets claret, they grow idle soon ; 
Feed the musician, and he's out of tune; 
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But the sick roindy of this disease possest. 
Flies from all cure and sickens when at rest 



Now sing, my Muse, ¥^at various parts compose 
These rival sheets oT politics and prose. 

First, from each brother's hoard a part they draw, 
A mutual theft that never fear'd a law ; 
Whate'er they gain, to each man*s portion fall. 
And read it once, you read it through them all : 
For this their runners ramble day and night. 
To dnCg each lurking deed to open light ; 
For daily bread the dirty trade they ply. 
Coin their fresh tales and live upon the lie : 
Like bees for honey, forth for news they spring, — 
Industrious creatures ! ever on the wing ; 
Home to their several cells they bear the store, 
Cuird of all kinds, then roam abroad for more. 



k 
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No anxious virgin flies to ** hia Tweed-side;^ 
No injur* d husband mourns his foithleis bride ; 
No duel dooms the fiery youth to bleed; 
But throu^ the town transpires each venfrous deed. 

Should some fair frail*one drive her prancing pair. 
Where rival peers contend to please the fair ; 
When, with new force, she aids her conquering eyes. 
And beauty decks, with all that beauty buys ; 
Quickly we learn whose heart her influence feels. 
Whose acres melt, before her glowing wheels. 

To these a thousand idle themes succeed. 
Deeds of all kinds and comments to each deed* 
Here stocks, the state-barometers, we view. 
That rise or fall, by causes known to lew ; 
Promotion's ladder who goes up oi^wn ; 
Who wed, or who seduc'd, amuse the town ; 
What new-bom heir has made his jEatber blest ; 
What heir exults, lui Either now at reit ) 
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That ample lifl Ums TybwD^cnld i^vc^» 

And each kowa kaafc, wboalitt fer Tybrnnfirea. 

So grawt tiie work« and noirtbe pniler tes 
Jlif powers no more, but leant on hb allies. 

When lo f the adr ertitkig tribe succeed. 
Pay to be read, yet find but €ew wiUieod; 
And chief th' illuttriout race, whose drops and p«Us 
Have patent powers to vanquish human iUs: 
These, with their cares, a constant aid remain. 
To bless the pale composer's fertile brain; 
Fertile it is, but still the nobl^t soil 
Requires some pause, some mtervals from toii ; 
And they at least a certain ease obtain 
From KaiterfoUo'i skill, and Qrakam^t i^wmgitntaL 

I too mtt^ aid, and pay to see my 
Hung in these dirty Mreiweslo lime; 
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Nor pay in vaio, if aught the Muse h» mtm. 
And sungy could m^ those avenues more dean; 
Could stop one slander ere it found ks way. 
And gave to public scorn its helpless prey. 
By the same aid, the stage invites her inends» 
And kindly tells the banquet she intends ; 
Thither from real life the many run> 
With SiDDONs weep, or laugh with Abingdost ; 
Pleas'd in fictitious joy or grief, to see 
The mimic passion with tbeir own agree ; 
To steal a few enchanted hours away , 
From care, and drop the curtain on the day. 

But who can steal from self that wretched wight. 
Whose darling work is tried, tome £stal nights 
Most wretched man ! when, bane to every blis^ 
He hears the serpent-critic's rising hiss; 
Then groans succeed : not traitors on the wheel. 
Can feel like him, pr have such pangs ta feel 
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Nor end they here : next day he reads bb iaiXi, 
In every paper ; critics are they all ; 
He sees his branded name, with wild affirighty 
And hears agam the cat«calls of the night 

Such help the stage affords; a larger space> 
Is fill*d by puffs and all the puffing race. 
Physic had once alone the lofty style. 
The well-known boast, that ceas'd to raise a smile 
Now all the province of that tribe invade. 
And we abound in quacks of every trade. 

The simple barbe)', once an honest name, 
Cervantes founded. Fielding rus*d his fame : 
Barber no more — a gay perfumer comes. 
Oil whose soft cheek his own cosmetic blooms ; 
Here he' appears, each simple mind to move, 
And advertises beauty, grace, and loVe. 
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— *' Come, £aded belles, who would your youth renew. 

And learn the wonders of Olympian dew ; 

Restore the roses that begin to iaint. 

Nor think celestial washes, vulgar paint; 

Your former features, airs, and arts assume, 

Circassian virtues, with Circassian bloom. 

— Come, batter'd beaux, whose locks are tuni*d to gray. 

And crop discretion's lying badge away ; 

Read where they vend these smart engaging things. 

These flaxen frontlets with elastic springs ; 

No female eye the fair deception sees. 

Not Nature's self so natural as these." 

Such are their arts, but, not confiu'd to thctn. 
The Muse impartial must her sons condemn : 
For they,, degenerate ! join the venal throng. 
And pufi* a lazy Pegasus along : 
More guilty, these, by Nature less designed 
For little arts that suit the vulgar-kind ;-^ 
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That tNurben' boyt, wko would to trade advance^ 
Wish us to call them, sBMrt firisseus from Fraace ; 
That he who builds a chop-house, on his door 
Paints *' The true old original Bhic Boaf V* 

These are the arts by which a thousand lite. 
Where truth may smile and justice may forgive? 
But when, amid this rabble-rout, we find 
A puffing poet to his honour blind; 
Who silly drops <|uotations all about. 
Packet or post, and pdnts their merit out ; 
Who advertises what Reviewers say. 
With sham editions every second day ; 
Who dares not trust his praises out of sight. 
But hurries into famt with all his might ; 
Although the verse some tnmsient praise obtains. 
Contempt is all the anxious poet gains. 

Now puffs exhausted, adverUsements past. 
Their correspondents stand exposed at last ; 
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These are a nomerotn tribe, ta£une uakovo. 
Who for the public good forego their oirn ; 
Who volunteers in paper-war engage^ 
With double portion of their party's rage : 
Such are the Bruti, Dicii, who appear 
Wooing the printer for admissi<m here ; 
Whose generous souls can condescend to pray 
For leave to throw their precious time away. 

Oh ! cruel Wood fall ! when a patriot draws 
His grey-goose quill in his dear country's cause. 
To vex and maul a ministerial race. 
Can thy stem soul refuse the champion place ? 
Alas ! thou know'st not with what anxious heart 
He longs his best-IoVd labours to impart ; 
How he has sent*them to thy brethren round. 
And still the same unkind reception found : 
At length indignant will he damn the state. 
Turn to his trade and leave us to our fate. 
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These Roman souls, like Rome's great sons, are known 
To live in cells on labours of their own. 
Thus MiLO, could we see the noble chief. 
Feeds, for his country's, good, on legs of beef t 
Camillvs copies deeds for sordid pay. 
Yet fights the public battles twice a day : 
£'en now the godlike Brutus views his score 
ScroU'd on the bar^board, swinging with the doof ; 
Where, tippling punch, grave Cato's self you'll see. 
And Amor Pairia vending smuggled tea. 

Last in these ranks, and least, their art's disgrace, 
Neglected stand the Muses' meanest race ; 
Scribblers who court contempt, whose verse the eye 
Disdainful views, and glances swiftly by : 
tThis Poef s comer is the place they choose^ 
A fatal nursery for an infant Muse ; 
Unlike that comer wher« tme Poets lie,- 
These cannot live and they shall never die; 
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Hapless the lad whose mind such dreams inYade^ 
And win to verse the talents due to trade. 



Curb then^ O youth ! these raptures as they rise. 
Keep down the evil spirit and be wise ; 
Follow your calUng, think the Muses foes. 
Nor lean upon the pestle^ and compose. 



I know your day-dreams, and I know the snare 
Hid in your flow'ry path, and cry " Beware.** 
Thoughtless of ill, and to the future blind, 
A sudden couplet rushes in your mind ; 
Here you may nameless print your idle rhymes. 
And read your first-born work a thousand times ; 
Th' infection spreads, your couplet grows apace. 
Stanzas to Delia's dog or Celia's face : 
You take a name-; Phiiander's odes are seen. 
Printed, and prais'd. In every magazine ; 
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Diariao sages greet their brother sage. 
And your dark pages please th' enlightened age. - - - 
Alas ! what years you thus consume in vain, 
HuFd by this wretched bias of the brain ! 

Go ! to your desks and counters all return ! 
Your Sonnets scatter, your Acrostics bum ; 
Trade, and be rich; or, should your careful sires 
Bequeath you wealth ! indulge the nobler fires : 
Should love of £une your youthful heart betray. 
Pursue fair fame, but in a glorious way. 
Nor in the idle sceties of fancy's painting stray. 

Of all the good that mortal men pursue. 
The Muse has least to give and gives to few ; 
Like some coquettish fair, she leads us on. 
With smiles and hopes, till youth and peace are gone; 
Then, wed for life, the restless wrangling pair 
Forget bow constant one and one how fair : 
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Meanwhile, ambition, like a blooming bride. 
Brings power and wealth to grace her lover's side ; 
And though she smiles not with such flattering charms, 
The brave will sooner win her to their arms. 
Then wed to her, if virtue tie the bands. 
Go spread your country's fame in hostile lands ; 
Her court, her senate, or her arms adorn. 
And let her foes lament that you were born : 
Or weigh her laws, their ancient rights defend. 
Though hosts Oppose, be theirs and reason's friend ^ 
Arm'd with strong powers, in their defence engage, 
And rise the Thurlow of the future age. 
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OmnUbabao, nee quicqaam habeo ; 

Qafdqald dicuBt, lavdo; id nunam ti negant, laudo id qooqaei 

Negat quis, nego ; ait, alo : 

Postreiii6 imperavi egonaet mlhi 

Omnia aMentarl. Terent* in Ennucb. 



It bas been held in antient rules, 

That flattery ia the food of fools ; 

Yet now and then your men of wit 

Will condescend to taste a bit. Swift. 



JVLusE of my Spenser, who so well could sing^ 
The passions all, their bearings and their ties ; 

Who could in view those shadowy beings bring, 
And with bold hand remove each dark disguisei 
Wherein love^ hatred, scorn, or anger lies i 
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Guide him to Fairy-land, who now intends 
That way his flight ; assist him as he flics^ 
To mark those passions, virtue's foes and friends^ 
Ry whom when led she droops, when leading she ascends. 

Yes ! they appear, I see tlie fairy-train ! 

And who that modest nymph of meek address? 
Xot Fanity, though lov'd by all the vain ; 

Not Hope, though promising to all success ; 

Nor Mirth, nor Joy, though foe to all distress ; 
Thee, spriglitly siren, from this train I choose. 

Thy birth relate, thy soothing arts confess, 
'Tis not in thy mild nature to refuse, 
When poets ask thine aid, so oft their meed and muse. 



In Fairy-land, on wide and cheerless plain. 
Dwelt, in the house of Care, a sturdy swain ; 
An hireling he, who, when he till'd the soil, 
Look'd to the pittance, that repay'd his toil ; 
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And to a master left the mingled joy. 

And anxious care that foliow'd his employ : 

Sullen and patient he at once appear*d. 

As one who murmur* d^ yet as one who fear'd ; 

Th' attire was coarse that cloth*d his sinewy framfy 

Rude his address and Paoerty his name. 

In Ihat same plain a nymph, of curious taste, 
A cottage (plann'd witli all her skill) hdd plac'd; 
Strange the materiais, and for what designed 
'i'he various parts, no simple man might find ; 
What seem*d the door, each entering guest withstood^ 
What secm*d a window was but painted wood ; 
But by a secret spring the wall would move. 
And day-light drop through glassy door above : 
'Twas all her pride, new traps for praise to lay. 
And all her wisdom was to hide her wav ; 
In small attempts mcessant were her pains. 
And Curming was her name among the swains. 
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Now, whether fate decreed tUi pair ihoaldvii 
And blindly drore them to the oiainage-lwd ; 
Or whether lore in fome toft boor imdm*d 
The damtel's heart and woo her to be lamd, 
U yet UMung : tliey were an iU-match'd poky 
But both ditpot'd to wed—and wed thej were. 

Yet, though united in their fortune, itill 
lliL'ir ways were diverse ; varyuig was their will ; 
Nor long the maid bad blest the simple man. 
Before dissentions rose and she began: — — 

" Wretch that 1 am ! since, to thy fortune bound, 
*' What plan, what project with success is crown*d? 
** I, who a thousand secret arts possess, 
" Who every rank approach with right address ; 
" Who've loos*d a guinea from a miser's chest, 
" And worm'd his secret from a traitor's breast ; 
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" Thence gifts and gains collecting^ great and smaU^ 
** Have brought to thee> and thou consum'st them all : 
" For want like thine^a bog without a base— • 

Ingulph'st all gains I gather for the (4ace ; 

Feeding, unfillM; destroying, undestroy'd; 
" It craves for ever and is ever void : — 
" Wretch that I am ! what misery have I found. 

Since my sure craft was to thy calling bound }" 
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' Oh ! vaunt of worthless arts^' the swain replied. 
Scowling contempt, * how pitiful this pride ! 
' What are these specious gifts, these paltry gams, 
' But base rewards for ignominious pains? 
' With all thy tricking, still for bread we strive, 
' Thine is, proud wretch I the care that cannot thrive ; 
' By all thy boasted skill and baffled hooks, 
' Thou gain'st no more than students by their books ; 
* No more than I for my poor deeds am paid, 
' Whom none can blame, will help, <Mr dare vpibraid. 
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' Call this our need, a bog that all deirours, — 
< Then what thy petty arts, bat summer-flowers, 
' Gaudy and mean and serving to betray 
' The place they make unprofitably gay } 
* Who know it not, some useless beauties see,— 
' But ah ! to prove it was reservM for me.* 

Unhappy state ! that, in decay of love. 
Permits harsh truth his errors to disprove : 
While he remains, to wrangle and to jar. 
Is friendly tournament, not fatal war ; 
Love in his play will borrow arms of bate. 
Anger and rage, upbrsuding and debate ; 
And by his power the desi>erate weapons thrown. 
Become as safe and pleasant as his own ; 
But left by him, their natures they assume, 
And fatal, in their poisomng force, become. 

Time fled, and now the swain compell'd to see 
New cause for fear—* Is thb thy thrift ?* quoth he; 
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To whom the wife with cheerful voice replied :*— 

<' Thou moody man, lay all thy fears aside, 

«' I ' ve seen a vision ; — they, from whom I came, 

" A daughter promise, promise wealth and fiame; 

'' Bom with my features, with my arts, yet she 

'* Shall patient, pliant^ persevering be, 

" And in thy better ways resemble thee. 

" The fairies round shall at her birth attend, 

" The friend of all in all shall find a friend, 

"And save that one sad star that hour must gleam^ 

*' On our fair child, how glorious were my dresm !" 

This heard the husband, and, in surly smile, 
Aira'd at contempt, but yet he hop'd the while t 
For as, when sinking, wretched men are found. 
To catch at rushes rather than be drown'd ; 
So on a dream our peasant plac'd his hope. 
And found that rush as valid as a rope. 
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Ihfih Mml Um dftjTfy for wm §■ 
Wlmii n rtiir dMtgkter bleii^d the 
IImt iiibnUAu^ii the motber't 
Mliti tuok'ii HO |ilraiing and lo uMj mtSTd ; 
TkiiMt »iiiUMi thoM loob, with 
Tkit nu^nr'ii Muul, imdt u be look'd, he lot'dL 



Aiul luiw Ike liilrltfi camei with gifby to 
Hm MiiUi » imlure mid ho fair a face. 

'rimy ||iive« with boauty, that bewitching ait, 
't Imt UiiUU in oaiy i-lmlni the liuinan heart; 
'I Imy H*4Vi) hcv Hkill to win the stubborn mind, 
Tm luukti \\\P HutlWing to their sorrows biind^ 
'I'm bring m |>enHive looks the pleasing smile. 
And cHrts'H Ht«ru brow of every frown beguile. 

ThuHu nmgic fttvours grac'd the infont-maid, 
VVhuHo more eidivcnbg sniile the charnung gifts repaid. 
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Now fortune changed, who, were she constant long^ 
^ould leave us few adventures for our song. 

A wicked elfin rov'd this land around, 
IThose joys proceeded from the griefii he found ; 
)nvy his name : — his fascinating eye, 
rom the light bosom drew the sudden sigh ; 
Jnsocial he, but with malignant mind, 
le dwelt with man, that he might curse mankind ; 
ike the first foe he sought th' abode of joy, 
}riev'd to behold but eager to destroy ; 
(ound blooming beauty, like the wasp, he flew, 
oil*d the fresh sweet and chang'd the rosy hue; 
ilie wise, the good, with anxious heart, he saw, 
lad here a failing found and there a flaw ; 
Discord in families 'twas his to move, 
Distrust in friendship, jealousy in love; 
le told the^poor, what Joys the great possess'd, 
?he great— what calm content the cottage bless'd ; 
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To part the learned and the rich he tried. 
Till their slow friendship pehshM in their pride* 
Such was the fiend, and so secure of prej. 
That only misery passed unstung away. 

Soon as he heard the fairy-babe was bom. 
Scornful he smil'd, but felt no more than scorn ; 
For why, when fcntune plac'd her state so low. 
In useless spite bis lofty malice show? 
Why, in a mischief of the meaner kind, 
£xhaust the vigour of a ranc'rous mind ? 
But, soon as fame the fairy-gifts proclaim'd. 
Quick-rising wrath his ready soul inflam'd. 
To swear, by vows that e'en the wicked tie. 
The nymph should weep her varied destiny ; 
That every gift, that now appeared to shine 
In her fair face and make her smiles divine. 
Should all the poison of his magic prove. 
And they should scorn her, whom she sought for love. 
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ipell preptr'd^ in form an sntienl dame, 
A fiend inipifity totliecothecame; 
There gun*d admittancey and the in&nt preai'd 
(Muttering his wicked magic) to his breast ; 
And thus he said:*-'' Of all the powers, who wait 
" On Jove^t decrees and do the work of fitte. 
'' Was I alone, de^is'd or worthless, found, 
'' Weak to protect or impotent to wound? 
" See then thy foe, regretthe ^endship lost, 
" And learn my skilf , but learn it at your cost. 

'* Know then, O^ild ! devote to fetes serere, 
^ The good shall hate thy name, the wise shall fear ( 
^ l^t shall deride and no protecting fiiend 

Thy shame shaH cover or thy name defend. 

_ • 

Thy gentle sex, who, more than ours, should spare 

'' An humble foe, will greater scorn declare f 

" The base alone thy advocates shall be, 

" Or boast alliance with a wretch like tia^'' 

vol, ir. • L 
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He spake apd yanish'd^ other prey to find» 
And watte in tlow disease the conquered mind*. 

Awed bj the Elfin's threats^ and fiU'd with dread^ 
The parents wept and sought their infant's hed t 
Despair alone the father's soul po^sess^d ; 
But hope rose gently in the mother's bveast ^ 
lor wen she knew that neither |^ef noi: joy 
Pam'd without hope or pleas'd without alloy; 
And while these hopes and fesffs her heart diTidt ^ 
A cheerful vision bade.the fears sub«de. 



She saw descending tO'the world below^ 
An antient form, with solemn pace and slow. 



'* Daughter, no more besad>'' (the Phantom eaed,} 
" Success is seldom to the wise denied ; 
'* In idle wishes fools supinely stay, 
'* Be there a will and wisd(Hn fiads a way » 
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*' Wkr art Uiou grier^d ? Be XBihtr f^, that he, 
'' Who hates the heuppy, aims his daits at theet 
" fiut amit in vain ; thy favoured daughter iiety 
" Serenely blest, and shall to joy arise. 
" Forj grant that cunet looher name shaU vait^ 
'* (So envy wills and such the Toice of £iAe,> 
" Yet if that name be prudently s«ipi»refis'd^ 
" She shall be courted^ favour'd^ and earess'd^ 

'' For what are names ? and where agpree mankinds 
'' In those to persons or to acts assign*d ^ 

^ £^^» learn'd or wise, if sonte their farouKitesc&li^r 
" Have they the titles or Ishe praise Drom aU ? 
" Not so, but others will the brave disdain 4- 
" As rash, and deem the sons of wtsdon» vain ^ 
** The selteme miod shall scorn jot kindness move, 
*f And the saitie deed attract contempt and love. 
" So all the powers, who move the human soul, 
'* With all the passions, who the will control 
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*' Hare Tarioos naniet.— One giY*!! bj truth dtYine, 

^ (As Sinmlaiumihw was fix'd for inin*,} 

^ Tht rest by man, who now, as wUom*8» jffize 

*« Mj secret counseKy now asart despise; 

** One hour, as jus^ those ooonsels they em^rac^ 

" And ipnm, the next, as pitiful and base. 

" Thee too, my child, those foob as Cunmng fly, 
'* Who on thy counsel and thy craft rely, 
" That worthy craft in others they condemn : 
" But 'tis their prudence, whik conducting them. 

'' Be Flattery, then, thy haj^y infont's n^e, 
" Let Honour scorn her and let fTit defame ; 
" Let all be true that envy dooms, yet all, 
** Not on herself, but on her name, shall fall ;" 
*' While she thy fortune and her own shall rsdse, 
^ And decent Truih be call'd, and lov'di as mod€i 
" Praise. 
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«* O happy child! the glorious day shall shine, 
*^ When every ear shall to thy speech incline, 
** Thy words alluring and the voice divine : 
*' The sullen pedant and the sprightly wit. 

To hear thy soothing eloquence, shall sit; 

And both, abjuring Flattery, will agree 
" That truth inspires, and they must honour thee. 

** Envy himself shall to thy accents bend, 
*' Force a firint smile and sullenly attend, 
" When thou shalt call him flrtue^s jealous friend, 
" Wh^ bosom glows with generous rage to find 
" How fools and knaves are flattered by mankind* 

^' The sage retir'd, who ^nds alone his days, 

And fiies th' obstreperous voice of pubUcpraise ; 

The vain, the vulgar cry,— ^shall gladly meet, 
** And bid thee welcome to his still retreat; 
^' Much will he wonder, how thou cam'st to find 
*' A maa to glory dead, to pieace consigned. 
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** O Fame! he'll cry, (for he will call thei; Pame^ 
*' From thee I fly, from thee conceal ray name ; 
«< But thou shalt tay. Though Genius takes his ilig^ 
** He leaves behind a glorious train of light, 
** And hides in Tam:— yet prudent he tiiat flies 
** The flatterer's art, and for himself is wise. 

" Yes, happy child! I markth'^proachingdayy 
'* When warring natures will confess thy sway ; 
" When thou shalt Saturn's golden reign restore, 
" And vice and folly shall be known no more. 

" Pride shall not then in human-kind haye place, 
** Chang'd by thy skill, to Dignity and Grace; 
** While Shame, who now betrays the inward sense 
" Of secret ill, shall be thy DifiJence ; 
" Avarice shall thenceforth prudent Forecast be, 
•* And bloody Fengeance, Magnnmmity ; 
'* The lavish tongue shall honest truths impart, 
" The lavish hand sbaU show the generous heart, 
" And Indiscreticn be, contempt of art : 
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" Folly and vice shall then, do tooger known, 
** Be, this as virtue, that as wisdom, shown. 
*' Then shall the Robber, as the hero, rise 
" To seize the good that churlish law denies ; 
'' Throughout the world shall rove the generous band^ 
*' And deal the gifts of heaven from hand to hand. 
*' In thy blest days no tyrant shall be seen. 
Thy gracious kings shall rule contented men; 
In thy blest days shall not a rebel be. 
But patriots all and well approved of thee. 
" Such powers are thine, that man, by thee, shall wrest 
" The gainful secret from the cautious breast; 
'» Nor then, with all his care, the good retain, 
" But yield to thee the secret and the gain. 
*' In vain, shall much experience guard the heart, 
^' Against the charm of thy prevailing art ; 
" Admitted once, so soothing is thy strain, 
" It comes the sweeter, when it comes again ; 
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*' Aod when cosfcst as tbine, what mind so strongs 
'* Forbears the pleasure it indolg'd so long? 

'* Soft'ner of every ill ! of all our woes 
*' The balmy spliace ! friend of fiercest foes } 
" Begin thy reign and like the morning rise ! 
•' Bring joy^ bring beauty, to our eager eyes; 
** Break on the drowsy world like opening day, 
" While grace and gladness join thy fiow'ry way ; 
*' While every voice is praise, while every heart is gay. 
" From thee, all prospects shall new beauties take, 
'* ^Tis thine to sciek them and 'tis tfiine to make ; 
'' On the cold fen, I see thee turn thine eyes, 
'' Its mists recede, its chilling vapour files; 
^' Th' enraptured lord th' improving ground surveys. 
And for his Eden, asks the traveUer's praise. 
Which yet, unview'd <^ thee, a bog had been. 
Where spungy rushes hide the plashy green. 
'' I see thee breathing on the barren moor, 
** Thai scorns to bloom although so bleak before; 
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'« There, if beneath the ^7Jt the primrose spring, 
'« Or the pled dauy tmile below the Ikng^ 
" They shall new charms, at thy command, disclose, ' 
" And none shall miss the myrtle or the roff . 
*^ The wiry masi, that whitens all the hiil, 
" Shall live a beauty by thy matchless sluli ; 
*' Gale* from the bog shall yield Arabian balm, 
" And the grey xvillow wave a golden jxilm. 
'' I see thee smiling in the pictured room, 
" Now breathing beauty, now reviving bloom ; 
" There, each immortal name, 'tb thine to give, 
" To graceless forms, and bid the lumber live. 
" Should*st thou coarse boors or gloomy nmtyrs se^ 
'' These shall thy Guidoif those thy Tenmenbei 
** There shalt thou Raphde^% saints and angels trace, 
** There make for Reubem and for BcywMB place, 
** And all the pride of art shall find, in her, disgrace. 



* " Myrica gale," a shmb growing in boggy and fenny 
f roands* 
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Deiinlit of either «ex ! thy reign coimnence; 



** With balmy iweetiiefl8« fiootbetbe weary sense, / 

*' And to the sickening soUl ^y cheerbg aid dispense. ^ 

** Queen of the mind ! thy golden age begin ; 

*' In morttl bosoms Tarnish shame and sin, 

•* Let all be fair without, let all be calm within." 



The Vision fled, the happy mother rose. 
Kiss' d the fair infant, smiPd at all her foes. 
And Flattery made her name: — her reign began. 
Her own dear sex she ruPd, then vanquishM man; 
A smiling friend, to every class, she spoke, 
Assum'd theif manners and their habits took ; 
Her, for her humble mien, the modest lov'd ; 
Her cheerful looks, the light and gay approved ; , 
The just beheld her, firm; the valiant, brave; 
Her mirth the free, her silence pleas'd the grave ; 
Zeal heard her voice, and, as he preach' d aloud, 
Well-pleas'd he caught her whispers from the crowd, 
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(Those whispers, soothing sweet to every ear, 
Which some refuse to pay, but none to hear) : 
Shame fled her presence ; at hex gentle strain. 
Care softly smiFd and guilt forgot its pain ; 
The wretched thought, the happy found her true. 
The learn' d confess* d, that she their merits knew;. 
The rich—could they a constant friend condemn ? 
The poor believ'd— for who should flatter them? 

Thus on her name, while all disgrace attend. 
In every creature she beholds a firiend. - 
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REFLECTIONS 



vrON TBS SUBJECT- 



Stuiijuvmi t^rorttt mers^ jam pvif/pt^ faUtif 
Stmd If crynur deUcUtjuBont tommitsa jroiltf 1^ 

Cteadkuk te Batray. lib. U. Ub. T. 



WiMt Aftili It, win iliipwvtck'd, tlMt arror uffmni 
Aie tiM crioMi wt cobbIC, WMli*i Awt j bj tv taut ? 



iuttettim^* 



** Quid jovat errorei, menft jam pappe» fitari ? 
** Quid Ueryms ddleta jaf ant oonmiaia leenta ?** 

CUMdian. ia Entwp. lib. ii. liB« 7. 



VV HEN all the fiercer passicms cease, 

(The glory and disgrace of youth) ; 
When the deluded soul, in peace. 

Can listen to the voice of truth ; 
When we are taught in whom to trust. 

And how to spare, to spend, to give; 
(Our prudence kind, our pity just,) 

Tis then we rightly learn to live. 
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Ill weakness when the body feeb. 

Nor clanger in contempt defies ; 
To reason, when desire appeals. 

When, on experience, hope relies; 
When every passing hour we prize. 

Nor rashly on our follies spend ; 
But use it as it quickly flies. 

With sober aim, to serioifr end ; 
When prudence bounds our utmost views. 

And bids us wrath and wrong forgive; 
When we can calmly gain or lose, — 

'lis then we rightly learn to live. 

[ Yet thus, when we our way discern. 
And can upon our care depend. 
To travel safely, when we learn. 
Behold! we're near our journey's end. 



BSrikECTKIVtt ISl' 



lUb^^^UM 



We *ve trod the mane of errov found. 

Long wandVing ia^die windisig glade ; 
And now the torch oi truth is fouod. 

It only shows m wtere we strayed t . 
Dght for ourselves, what is it worth. 

When we no more our way can choose ? 
For others when we boM k forth. 

They, in their pride, Uie boonfcfiise. 

By long experienoe taught, wc aow 

Can rightly judge of friends and foes. 
Can all the worth of these aUow, 

And all their faults discern in those ; 
Relentless hatred, erring lovei 

We can for sacred truth Ibrego ; 
We can the warmest friend reprove. 

And bear to praise the freest foe : 
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To what effect? ootfneadidxepmc. 
Beyond reproof, regard, or care ; 

And of our foes remains there one. 
The mild relenting thoughts to share ? 

Now 'tis our boast that we can quell 

The wildest passions in their rage ; 
Can their destructive iorce repel. 

And their impetuous wrath assuage : 
Ah ! Virtue, dost thou arm, when now 

This bold rebellious race are fled ; 
When all these tyrants rest, and thou 

Art warring with the mighty dead? 
Hevenge, ambition, scorn, and pride. 

And strong desire and fierce disdain. 
The giant-brood,, by thee defied, 

Lo ! Time's resistless strokes have slain. 
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Yet Time, who could that race subdue, 

(O'erpow'ring strength, appeasing rage,) 
Leaves yet a persevering crew. 

To try the failing powers of age. 
Vex'd by the constant call of these. 

Virtue awhile for conquest tries. 
But weary grown and fond of ease. 

She makes with them a compromise : 
Av'rice himself she gives to rest. 

But rules him with her strict commands ; 
Bids Pity touch his torpid breast. 

And Justice hold bis eager hands. 

Yet is there nothing men can do. 
When chilling Age comes creeping on? 

Cannot we yet some g^od pursue ? 
Are talents buried ? genius gone ? 
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If passions slumber in the breast. 
If follies from the heart be fled ; 

Of laurels let us go in quest. 
And place them on the poet^s head. 

Yes, we'll redeem the wasted time. 

And to neglected studies flee ; 
We'll build again the lofty riiym'e 

Or live. Philosophy, with thee ; 
For reasoning clear, for flight sublime. 

Eternal fame reward shall be ; 
And to what glorious heights we'll climb, 

Th' admiring crowd shall envying see. 

Begin tiie song I begin the tiiem6!— 
Alas 4 and is Invention tlead } 

Dream we no more the golden dream } 
Is Mem'ry with her treasures fled } 
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Yes! 'tis too late,— -now Eeasoo guides 
The mind, sole judge in all debate; 
And thus th' important point decides. 
For laurels, 'tis, alas ! too late. 
What is possest, we may retain. 
But for new conquests strive in vain. 

Beware then age, that what was won. 
In life's past labours, studies, views. 

Be lost not, now the labour's done, 
When all thy part is, — not to lose : 

When thou canst toil or gain no more. 
Destroy not what was gain'd before. 

For, all that's gain'd of all that's good. 
When time shall his weak frame destroy, 

(Their use then rightly understood,) 
Shall man, in happier state, enjoy. 



1M ftBFLBCTIOIVS. 

Oh ! argument for truth divine. 
For itudv's caret, for virtue's strife; 

To know th* enjoyment will be thine. 
In that renewM, that endless life * 



SIR EUSTACE GREY: 



SI 9^11111* 



SIR EUSTACE GREY. 



Scene,— K madrous.b. 

VISITOR, PHYSICIAN, AND PATIENT. 



Verit migceus falsa. — 

Seneca in Ilere. fireate. 



VISITOR. 

J 'LL know no more ;~tbe heart is torn 
By views of woe, we cannot heal ; 

Long shall I see these things forlom, 
And oft again their griefs shall feel, 

.As each upon the mind shall steal ; 
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That wan projector's mystic style, 

« 

That lumpish idiot leering by. 
That peevish idler's ceaseless wile. 

And that poor maiden's half-form'd smile. 
While struggling for the full-drawn sigh ! - - • 

I'll know no more. 



PHTSICTAN.. 

— Yes, turn again ; 
Then speed to happier scenes thy way. 

When thou hast view'd, what yet remain. 
The ruins of Sir Eustace Grey, 

The sport of madness, -misery's prey : 
But be will no historian need. 

His cares, his crimes will he display. 
And show (as one from frenzy freed) 

The proud-lost mind, the rash-done deed* 
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That cell to him is Greyling Hail: — 

Approach ; he '11 bid thee welcome there; 
Will sometimes for his servant call. 

And sometimes point the vacant chair : 
He can, with free and easy air. 

Appear attentive and polite; 
Can veil his woes in manners &ir. 

And pity with respect excite* 



PATIENT. 

Who comes^?— Approach !-— 'tis kindly done 

My leam'd Physician, and a Friend, 
Their pleasures quit, to visit one. 

Who cannot to their ease attend^ 
Nor joys bestow, nor comforts lend. 

As when I Hv'd so blest, so well. 
And dreamt not I must soon contend 

With those malignant powers of hell. 
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** Less warmth. Sir Eostice, or we ga.^->- 



P4TIEVT. . 

See 1 I am calm as infimt-love, 
A very child, but o^e of woe. 

Whom you should pity, not reprove:- 
But men at ease, who never strove 

With passions \\ ilJ, will calmly show. 
How soon we may their ills remove. 

And masters of their madness grow. 

Some twenty years I think are gone, — 
(Tinie flies, I know not how, away,) 

The sun upon no happier shone. 
Nor prouder man, than EvjUxux Grcj^ 
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Ask where you would, and all would say. 
The man admir'd and prais'd of all, ' 

By rich and poor, by grave and gay,, 
Was the yoong lord of Grcyling Hall, . . 

Yes ! I had youth and rosy health ; « 

Was nobly fonn'd, as man might be; 
For sickness then, of all my wealth, 

I never gave a single fee : 
The Ladies fair, the maidens free. 

Were all accustom'd then to say. 
Who would an handsome figure see. 

Should look upon Sir Eustace Grey, 

He had a frank and pleasant look, 

A cheerful eye and accent bland ; 
His very speech and nuumer spoke 

The generous heart, the open hand; 
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About him all was gay or grand. 
He had the praise of great and small; 

He bought, improv'd, prcjected, plann'd. 
And reign'd a prince at GreyUng HmlL 

My Lady !— she was all we love; 

All praise (to speak her worth) is faint ; 
Her manners showM the yielding dove. 

Her morals, the seraphic saint : 
She never breath' d nor look'd complaint ; 

No equal upon earth had she: — 
Now, what is this fair thing I paint? 

Alas ! as all that live, shall be. 

There was, beside, a gallant youth. 
And him my bosom's friend, I had: --- 

Oh! I was rich in very truth. 
It made me proud— it made me mad !— 
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Yes, I was lost- but there was cause ! — 
Where stood my tale? — I cannot find-«- 

Bot I bad all mankind's applause. 
And all the smiles of womankind. 

There were two cherub-things beside, 

A gracious girl, a glorious boy ; 
Yet more to swefl my full-blown pride. 

To varnish higher my fading joy. 
Pleasures were ours without alloy. 

Nay Paradise, — till my frail £Te 
Our bliss was tempted to destroy; 

Deceiv'd and fated to deceive. 



But I deserved ; for all that time. 

When I was lov'd, admir'd, caress'd. 

There was within, each secret crime^ 
Unfelt, uncancell'd, unconfess'd; 
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I never then my God adtei^cl. 
In gratefttl praiie «r Imsiblft 

And if His Word was not my jot ! 
( Dread thought !) it acrev was my 



I doubted : — ^fool I was to idoobt ! 

If that all-piercing eye coaldae*,--* 
If He who looks all worlds tbrovghou^ 

Would so minute and careful be. 
As to perceive and punish me >^ 

With man I would be great and higfa. 
But with my God so lotft, tiut He, 

In his large view, should pass mefoy. 

Thus blest with children, friend, and wife^ 
Blest far beyond the vulgar lot; 

Of all that gladilens human life, 
Where was the good, that 1 Jbad noti 
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But my vile heart had sinful spot, 
And Heaven beheld its deepening stain> 

Eternal justice I forgot. 
And mercy sought not to obtain. 

Come near,— -rn softly speak the rest! — 

Alas! 'tis known to all the crowds 
UtT guilty love was all confest ; 

And his, who so much truth avow'd. 
My faithless friends.— In pleasure proud 

I sat, when these cursM tidings came ; 
Their guilt, their flight was told aloud. 

And envy smil'd to hear my shame I 

1 caird on Vengeance ; at the word 
She came : — Can I the deed forget? 

I held the sword, th' accursed sword. 
The blood of his false heart made ¥ret ; 

VOL. ir. ^ 
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And that fair victim paid her debt. 

She pin'd, she died, she loath'd to live ; — * 

I Mw her dying— sec her yet : 
Fair fallen thing! my rage forgire ! 

Those cherubs still, my life to bless. 

Were left ; could I my fears remove. 
Sad fears that check'd etch fond caress. 

And poison'd all parental lovef 
Yift that, with jealous feelings strove. 

And would at last have won my will. 
Had I not, wretch! been doom'd to prove 

Th' extremes of mortal good and ilL 

In youth I health ! joy ! in1)eaiity'8 pride ! 

They droop'd : as flowers iHien blighted b0W| 
The dire infection came:— They died. 

And I was-curs'd— as I am now—— 
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Nay, frown not, angry friend,-— allow 
That I was deeply, sorely tried; 

Hear then, and you must wonder how 
I could such ftorms and strifes abide. 



Storms ! — ^not that clouds embattled make. 

When they afflict this earthly globe ; 
But such as with their terrors shake 

Man's breast, and to the bottom probe ; 
They make the hypocrite disrobe. 

They try us all, if ialse or true; 
For this, one deyil had pow'r on Job ; 

And I was long the slave of twa 



FHYSICTAW. 

Peace, peace, my friend ; these subjects fiy ; 
Collect thy thoug.hts— go calmly on.— 
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PATIENT. 

And shaU I then the fiact deny ? 

I. was,— thou know*sty— I was begone, 
like him who fiU'd the eastern throne. 

To whom the Watcher cried aloud • ; 
That royal wretch of Babylon, 

Who was 80 guilty and so proud. 

Like him, with haughty, stubborn mind, 

I, in my state, my comforts sought ; 
Delight and praise I hop*d to find. 

In what I builded, planted, bought ! 
Oh I arrogance ! by misery taught— 

Soon came a voice ! I felt it come; 
** Full be his cup, with evil fraught, 

" Daemons his guides, and death his doom !" 



I^M 



♦ Prophecy of Daniel, chap. iv. 22, 
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Then was I cast from out my state ; 
. Two fiends of darkness led my way ; 
They wakM me early, watch'd me late. 

My dread by night, my plague by day ! 
Oh ! I was made their sport, their play. 

Through many a stormy troubled year ; 
And how they us'd their passive prey. 

Is sad to tell: but you shall hear. 

And first, before they sent m« fortl^ 

Through this unpitying world to run. 
They robb'd Sir Eiatace of his worth. 

Lands, manors, lordships, every one ; 
So was that gracious man undone. 

Was spum'd as vile^ was scorn' d as poor. 
Whom every former friend would shun^ 

And ii^Biuals drove from every door. 
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Then thoie ill-favoiu'd Oirsi*, wbom none 

But my unhappy eyes could mw, 
f^ me, with wild emotion, on. 

And, with retiftlets terror, drew. 
Through lands we fled, o'er seas we flew. 

And halted on a boundless plain ; 
Whrrc nothing fed, nor breath'd nor grew. 

Rut silence rul'd the still domain. 



Upon that boundless plain, below, 

Tlie setting sun's last rays were shed. 
And gave a mild and sober glow. 

Where all were still, asleep or dead ; 
Vast ruins in the midst were spread. 

Pillars and pediments sublime. 
Where the grey moss had form'd a bed. 

And cloth'd the crumbling spoils of time. 



* Vide BuDyan's Pilgrim's Progress. 
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There was I fix'd, I know not how, 

Condemn'd kac untold yean to stay: 
Yet years were not ;— one dreadful Now, 

Endur'd no change of night or day ; 
The same mild CTening's sleeping, ray 

Shone softly-solemn and serene. 
And all that time, i gazM away. 

The setting sun's sad rays were seen. 

At length a moment's sleep stole on,— 

Again came my commission' d foes ; 
Again through sea and land we're gone« 

No peace, no respite, no repose : 
Above the dark broad sea we rose. 

We ran through bleak and frozen land ; 
I had no strength, their strength t' oppose. 

An infant in a giant's hand. 
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They p*ac'd me ik here those streamen play. 

Those niiuble beams of biilliant light; 
It vroul* the itoutest heart dismay* 

To lee^ to fetl^ that dreadful sights 
So swift, so pure^ so ctAd, so bright. 

They pierc'd my frame with icy wound. 
And all that half-year*s polar night. 

These dancing streamers wrapt me round. 

Slowly that darkness pass'd away. 
When down upon the earth I fell,— ^ 

Some hurried sleep was mine by day; 
But, soon as toll'd the evening bell, . 

They forc'd me on, where ever dwell 
. . Far-distant men in cities fair. 

Cities of whom no travellers tell. 
Nor feet but mine were wanderers there* 
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Their watchmen stare, and stand aghast. 

As on we hurry through the dark; 
The watch-light blinks, as we go past. 

The watch-dog shrinks and fears to bark ; 
The watch-tower*s bell sounds shrill ; and, bark f 

The free wind blows — we've left the town*— 
A wide sepulchral ground I mark. 

And on a tomb-stone place me down» 

What monuments- of mighty dead f 

What tombs of tarious kinds are found f 
And stones erect their shadows shed 

On humble graves, with wickers bound ; 
Some risen fresh, above the ground, 

Some level with the native clay. 
What sleeping millions wait the sound, 

" Arise, ye dead, and come away !*^ 
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Alas! they stay not for that call ; 

I 

Spare me this woe ! ye DxmonSi spare !• 
They come ! the shrowded shadows all« — 

'Tis more than mortal brsun can bear ! 
Rustling they rise, they sternly glare 

At man upheld by vital breath ; 
Who, led by wicked fiends, should dare 

To join the shadowy troops of death ! - 

Yes ! I have felt all man can feel. 

Till he shall pay his nature's debt ; 
Ills that no hope has strength to heal. 

No mind the comfort to forget : 
Whatever cares the heart can fret. 

The spirits wear, the temper gall. 
Woe, want, dread, anguish, all beset 

My sinful soul!— together all ! 
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Those fiends, upon a shaking fen, 

Fix'd me, in dark tempestuous night ; 
There never trod the foot of men. 

There flock'd the fowl in wlnf ry flight ; 
There danc'd the moor's deceitful light. 

Above the pool where sedges grow ; 
And when the momiog-sun shone bright. 

It shone upon a field of snow. 

They hung mc on a bough, so small. 

The rook could build her nest no higher; 
They fix'd me on the trembling ball. 

That crowns the steeple's quiv'ring spire ; 
They set me where the seas retire. 

But drown with their returmng tide ; 
Aind made me flee the mountain's fire. 

When roUing from its burning side. 
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Pye huDg upon the ridgy steep 

Of diffsy and held the rambling brier 'r 
I We plung'd below the billowy deep^ 

Where air was seni me to respire v 
I've been where hungry wolves retire v 

And (to complete my woes) I 've ran 
Where Bedlam's crazy crew conspire 

Against the life of reasoning man. 

I've furFd in storms the flapping sail,/ 

By hanging from the top-mast-head ;. 
I 've serv'd the vilest slaves in jail. 

And pick'd the dunghill's spoil for bread ; ■ 
I 've made the badger's hole my bed^ 

I 've wander'd with a gipsey crew, 
I 've dreaded all the guilty dread. 

And done what they would fear to do.. 
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On sand where ebbs and flows the flood, 

Midway they pVac'd and bade me die ; 
Propt on my staff, I stoutly stood 

When the swift waves came rolling by ; 
And high they rose, and still more high. 

Till my lips drank the bitter brine ; 
I sobb'd convuls'd, then cast mine eye 

And saw the tide's re-flowiog sign. 

And then, my dreams were such as nought 

Could yield but my unhappy case ; 
I've been of thousand devils caught. 

And thrust into that horrid place. 
Where reign dismay, despair, disgrace ; 

Furies with iron fangs were there, 
To torture that accursed race, 

Doom'd to dismay, disgrace, despair. 
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Harmless I was ; yet hunted down 

For treasons^ to my soul unfit ; 
I 'ye been pursued through many a town. 

For crimes that petty knaves commit ; 
I ' ve been adjudg'd t! have lost my wit^ 

Because I preach' d so loud and well. 
And thrown into the dungeon's pit. 

For trampling on the pit of hell. 

Such were the evils, man of sin. 

That I was fated to sustsun ; 
And add to all, without— within, 

A soul defil'd with every stain. 
That man's reflecting mind can pain ; 

That pride, wrong, rage, despair can make 
In fact, they'd nearly touched my brain. 

And reason on her throne would shake. 
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But pity will the Tilest seek^ 

If punish' d guilt will not repine,— 
I heard an heavenly teacher speak. 

And felt the Sun of Mbrct shine : 
I haird the light ! the birth diyine ! 

And then was seal'd among the few ; 
Those angry fiends beheld the sign. 

And from me in an instant flew. 



Come hear how thus, the charmers cry. 

To wandering sheep the strays of sin ; 
While some the wicket-gate pass by. 

And some will knock and enter in : 
Full joyful 'tis a soul to win. 

For he that winneth souls is wise ; 
Now hark ! the holy strains begin. 

And thus the sainted preacher cries * :— 

* It has been suggested to me, that this change from rest- 
lessness ta repoite, in the mind of Sir Euttace^ is wrought by 
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" Pilgrim, burthen'd with thy sm, 

*' Come the way to Zion*8 gate, 

•* There, till mercy let thee in, 

^' Knock and weep and watch and wait. 
** Knock ! — He knows the sinner^s cry : 
«* Weep!— He lovet the monrner't tean : 
** Watch!— for saving grace is nigh « 
*' Wait,— till heavenly light appears. 

*' Hark ! it is the bridegroom's voice ; 
*' Welcome, pilgrim, to thy rest ; 
** Now within the gate rejoice, 
" Safe andseaPd and bought and blest! 

a methodfstic call ; and it is admitted ' r, be such : a sober 
and rational conversion coald not have hippened while the 
disorder of the brain continued : Yet the verses which fol- 
low, in a different measure, are not intended to make any 
re'igiou% persuasion appear ridiculous ; they are to be sup- 
posed as the effect of memory in the disordered mind of the 
speaker, and, though evidently enthusiastic, in respect to 
language, are not meant to convey any impropriety of sen* 
timeot. 
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^* Safe— from all the lures of yice, 
'' Seal'd-by signs the chosen know, 
** Bought— by love and life the price, 
" Blest— the mighty debt to owe, 

*' Holy Pilgrim ! what for thee, 
'' In a world like this remain ? 

From thy guarded breast shall flee. 
Fear and shame, and doubt and pain. 
Fear— the hope of heaven sliall fly, . j 

Shame — from glory's view retire, 
'* Doubt — in certain rapture die, 
'♦ Pain— in endless bliss expire." 

But though my day of grace was come. 

Yet still my days of grief I find ; 
The former clouds' collected gloom. 

Still sadden the reflecting mind ; 

VOL. II. o 



€C 



if 



i". 



Mi ME* BUIVACB •BSIP. 

The fool, to eril thiagieoiiflgii'd^ - 
Wfll of tlieir era tdme Kttm ; 

The man wiO seemtb carfli lilcinM^ 
And will not lotk erect iigam. 

Thus, though tlec^ I feel ithaird^ 

To loie what I pooessed before. 
To be from aH my wealth debarr'd, — 

The brare Sir Eusiace is no more : 
But old I wax and passing poor. 

Stem, rugged men my conduct new ; 
They chide my wish, they bar my "door, 

'Tis hard— I weep— you see I do.— 

Must you, my friends, no longer stay } 
Thus quickly all my pleasures end ? 

But PU remember, when I pray. 
My kind Physician and his Friend ; 






And those sad houis, you dfi|^ to speMJi 
With me, I shall nquitethem al); 

Sir Eustace for bis fineods shall sand* 
And thank their Ipve at Gr^jfUag M^ll* 



VISITOR, 

The poor Sir Eustace! — ^Yet his hope 

Leadshim to tjy«k of joyi ^giiin; 
And when his earthly rislons droop. 

His views of heavenly kind remain :— 
But whence that mejtk and bumbled ftrain^ 

That spirit wounded, lost, resigpi'd; 
Would not so proud a soul disdain 

The madness of the poorest mind? 



PHYSICIAN. 

No ! for the more he swellM with pride^ 
The more he felt mislortune^s blow ; 
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Disgrace and gnef he amid not liide> 
And poverty bad laid him low : 

Thus shame and sorrow working slow^ 
At length this humble spirit gave ; 

Madness on these began to grow. 
And bound him to his fiends a slave. 



Though the wild thoughts had toudb'd his brain. 

Then was he free : — So, fortli he ran ; 
To soothe or threat, alike were vain : 

He spake of fiends; look'd wild and wan; 
Year after year, the hurried man 

Obey'd those iiehds from place to place ; 
Till his religious change began 

To form a frenzied child of grace. 



Y^x, as the fury lost its strength, 
. The mind rj?pos'd; by slow degrees. 
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Came lingering hope^ and brought at length. 

To the tormented spirit, ease : 
This slave of sin, whom fiends could seize, 

Felt or believ'd their power had end ; — 
'* Tis faith," he cried, '* my bosom frees, 

" And now my Saviour is my friend.** 

But ah ! though time can yield relief. 

And soften woes it cannot cure ; 
Would we not suffer pain and grief. 

To have our reason sound and sure? 
Then let us keep our bosoms pure, 

Our fancy's favourite flights suppress; 
Prepare the body to eadufe. 

And bend the mind to meet distress ; 
And then His guardian care Lnploi e, 

Whom dxmoDs dread ind men adore. 



THE 



HALL OF JUSTICE: 

IN TWO PARTS. 



THE 



HALL OF JUSTICE. 



1^9Xt tlft fiW. 



Confiteor (keere hoc annoi; wd eC altera cvum «(, 
Anxleus aaiml, co«tiamiif«iD dolor. 

OvM. 



-MAGISTRATB^ VAGRANT, CONtTABLB, &C. 

VAGRANT, 

Take, take away thy barl>arous Ifamd, 

And let me to thy master vpetk ; 
Remit awhile the harsh commapdy 

And hear nM^ or my heart will break. 
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HALL OF JUSTICE 

IN TWO PARTS. 
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Yet namelen let me plead-^my name 
Would only wake the cry of fecom ; 

A child of sin, conceiv.'d in shuQ^ 
Brought forth in woe> U> misery born# 

My mother dead, my father ioft^ 
I wander'd with a vagrant crew ; 

A common care, a common cost. 
Their sorrows and their sins I knew ; 

With them, on want and error forc'd. 
Like them» I base and guilty grew» 

Few are my years, not so my crimes ; 

The age, which these sad kx4R5 declare. 
Is sorrow's work, it b not time's, 

And I am old in shame and care. 



.1 



Taught to believe the world a ^ace 
Where every straof^er was a foe. 
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lVain*d in the arts that mark our nice> 
To what ttew people could I go? 

Could I a better life emlmee. 
Or liTe as virtue dictates ! No !— > 



So through the land, I waoderiog went. 
And little found of grief or joj; 

But lost my bosom's sweet content. 
When first I lov'd, the Gipsey^Boj. 

A sturdy youth he 5^as and tall, ' 
His looks would aH his soul declare. 

His piercing eyes were deep and small. 
And strong curl'd his raven-hair. 

Yes, Aaron had each manly charm. 
All in the May of youthful pride. 

He scarcely fear'd his fathev*^ arro^ 
And every other arm defied,-^ > 



Git, wheotliey9KMr'i»i 

(Wliom wiU nol^bvc mAfKHTiC 4ivj4ft %. 
1 rote, their wrathful tovi^^.^rim^ 

Not yet in siafiiloombal tacd. 

His father waa our jftm^H timf. 

And dark and drcttUvl mt htaiooli^ 
Hit presence fill'd.aiy:iiaait«ilk.0M^ 
Although to me he kiiidly'ipolCe. 

With Aaron I delighted went. 
His favour watsnj bliat and pdde; 

In growing hope our days we tpent. 
Love, growing channi m ekber ipiefi^ 

It saw them, all which Nature lent. 
It lent them, all which she deiued. 

4 

Could I the father's Undneis prise. 
Or grateful looks on him bettiow ; 
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Whom I beheld in 
When Aaron sanlebciKalli Wililoiduf 



He drove him 4&im ^Rh Wkked'baitd, 

It was a dreadful sight to see ; 
Then vexM him, tilt ^«4«aiKe land, 

And told his cruel lore-tb me;-^ 
The clan were all at bis coitiniaiid, 

Whatever his comnaAdifnigbt be. 

The night was dark^ the lanes were deep. 
And one by one, they took their way ; 

He bade me lay me down mud^leep, 
I only wept and witk-d ibr ddy* 

Accursed be the love he bore^ 
Accursed was the force he us'd. 

So let him of his GrOD implore 
For mercy, and be so refused ! 
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Y#u ftowD agMii^— to ikaw mj 
Cao I b gentle Ingoage ^ok? 

My woes are deep, mj werdt uc itroiif^-* 
And hear ine^ or mj iKait iriU break. 



MAOianATB. 

I hear thy words, 1 fed thy pain; 

Forbear awhile to speak thy woes ; 
Receive our aid, and then agnn. 

The story of thy life disclose. 

For, though seduc'd and led astray. 
Thou 'st traveU*d ht and wander'd long ; 

J'hy God hath seen thee all the way. 
And all the turns that led thee wrong. 



■=f 
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QnoRdam rideotei ocnll, nnncfenteperannl 
Deplorant poBoas nocte dieque swu. 

Corn. Galli Ele^. 

» *•- .' 

MAG»T&ATEi 

Come, now again thy woes impart^ 
Tell all thy sorrows, all thy'sin; 

We cannot heal the throbbing heart. 
Till we discern the wounds within. 
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Compunction weq» our guilt avaj. 
The tinner*!! safety is his pain ; 

Such pangs for our ofTences pay. 
And these severer griefs are gain. 



VAGRANT. 

The son came back— »he found us wcid^ 
Then dreadful was the oath he swore ;- 

His way through Blackburn Forest led, — 
His father we beheld no more. 



Of all our daring clan, not one 
Would on the doubtful subject dwell ; 

For all esteem'd the injured son. 
And fear*d the tale, which he could tell. 

But I had mightier cause for fear. 
For slow and mournful round my bed. 
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I saw a dreadful form appear^ — 
It came when I and Aaron wed. 



(Yes ! we were wed, I know my crime, — 
We slept beneath the elmin tree ; 

But I was grieving all the time. 
And Aaron frown' d my tears to see. 

For he not yet had felt the pain. 
That rankles in a wounded breast; 

He wak'd to sin, then slept again. 
Forsook his God, yet took his rest, — 

But I was forcM to feign delight. 

And joy in mirth and music sought, — 

And memVy now recalls the night. 
With such surprise and horror fraught. 

That reason felt a moment's flight. 

And left amind, to madness wrought.) 
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When waking, on my heaving breast 

I felt a hand as cold as death; 
A sudden fear my voice suppress' d, 

A chilhng terror stopp*d my breath.— 

I seem'd — no words can utter how ! 

For there my father-husband stood, — 
And thus he said:—" Will God allow, 

" The great avenger, just and good, 
" A wife, to break her marriage vow ? 

'* A son, to shed his father's blood ?" 

I trembled at the dismal sounds, 

But vainly strove a word to sayf 
So, pointing to his bleeding wounds. 

The threatening spectre stalk' d away.* 

♦ The state of mind here described, will account for » 
Tisioa of this nature, without having recourse to any super- 
natural appearai^ce 
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I brought a lovely daughter forth. 

His father's child, in Aaron's bed ; 
He took her from me in his wrath, 

" Where is my child?"—' Thy child is dead.' 

'Twas ^Ise—we wander'd far and wide. 
Through town and country, field and fen, 

Till Aaron, fighting, fell and died. 
And I became a wife again. 

I then was young:-— my husband sold 

My fancied charms, for wicked price ; 
He gave me oft, for sinful gold. 

The slave, but not the Mend of vice : — 
Behold me, Heav'n ! my pains behold. 

And let them for my sins suffice ! 

The wretch who lent me thus for gain, 
Despis'd me when my youth was fled; 
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Then came disease and brought me pain :— 
Come, death, and bear me to the dead ! 

For though I grieve, my grief is vain. 
And firuitlew all tiie tears I shed. 



True, I was not to virtue train'd. 
Yet well I knew my deeds were ill ; 

By each offence my heart was pain'd, 
I wept, but I offended still ; 

My better thoughts my life disdain' d. 
But yet the viler led my will. 

My husband died, and now no more 
My smile was sought, or ask'd my hand, 

A widow' d vagrant, vile and poor. 
Beneath a vagrant's vile command* 

Ceaseless I rov'd the country round. 
To win my bread by fraudful arts,. 
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, And long a poor subsistence found. 
By spreading nets for simple hearts. 

Though poor, and abject, and dcspis'd. 
Their fortunes to the crowd 1 told ; 

I gave the young the love they priz'd. 
And promised wealth to bless the old; 

Schemes for the doubtful I devis'd. 
And charms for the forsaken sold. 



At length for arts like these confin'd 
In prison with a lawless crew, 

I soon perceiv'd a kindred mind. 
And there my long-lost daughter knew. 

His father's child, whom Aaron gave 
To wander with a distant clan. 

The miseries of the world to brave. 
And be the slave of vice and man. 



« 
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She knew my name— ^e met in paio. 
Our parting pangs, can I ticprtn} 

She saii'd a convict o*er the main. 
And left an heir to her distress. 

This is that heir to shame and pain. 

For whom I only could descry 
A world of trouble and disdain : 

Yet, could I bear to see her die, 
Or stretch her feeble hands in vain, 

And, weeping, beg of me supply } 

No 1 though the fate thy mother knew. 
Was shameful ! shameful though thy race 

Have wander'd all, a lawless crew. 
Outcasts, despised in every place ; 

Yet as the dark and muddy tide. 
When far from its polluted soiffce. 
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Becomes more pure, and purified. 

Flows in a clear and happy course ; — 
In thee, dear infant 1 so may end 

Our shame, in thee our sorrows cease ! 
And thy pure course will then extend. 

In floods of joy, o*er vales of peace. 

Oh ! by the God who loves to spare. 

Deny me not the boon I crave ; 
Let this lov*d child your mercy share. 

And let me find a peaceful grave ; 
Make her yet spotless soul your care. 

And let my sins their portion have, 
Her for a better fate prepare. 

And punish whom 'twere sin to save ! 



MAGISIHATE. 

Recall the word, renounce the thought. 
Command thy heart and bend thy knee. 
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There is to all a pardon brought, 
A ransom rich, assured and free ; 

Tit full when found, 'tis found if sought. 
Oh ! seek it, till 'tis seaPd to thee. 



VAGRANT. 

But how my pardon shall I know ? 



MAGISTRATE. 

By feeling dread that 'tis not sent. 
By tears for sin that freely flow. 

By grief, that all thy tears are spent. 
By thoughts on that great debt we owe. 

With all the mercy God has lent. 
By suffering what thou canst not show. 

Yet showing how thine heart is rent. 
Till thou canst feel thy bosom glow, 
(And say, " My Saviour, I repent !" 



WOMAN! 



Mr. Lb d yard, as quoted by M. Parke, in his 

Travels into j^ick, 

*^ To a Woman I never addreaied myielf in the langnafe of daeency 
<* and friendship, without receiving a decent and friendly answer. 
^ If I wai hungry or thirsty, wet or sick, they did not hesitate, 
*' lilie Men« to perform a genenmi action : In so free and kind a 
^ manner did they contribute to ny relief, that if I was dry, I 
** drank the sweetest draught ; and if hungry, I ate the eouieft 
** morsel with a double rdish.** 



Place the white-man on Africk's coast. 
Whose swarthy sons in blood delight. 

Who of their scorn to Europe boast, 
And paint their very daemons white : 
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There, while the tteraer sex disdains 

To soothe the woes they cannot feel. 
Woman will strive to heal his pains. 

And weep for those she cannot heal : 
Hers is warm pity*s sacred glow; 

From all her stores, she bears a part. 
And bids the spring of hope re-flow. 

That languished in the Minting heart. 

** What though so pale his haggard face, 

" So sunk and sad his looks,*'— she cries ; 
'' And far unlike our nobler race. 

With crisped locks and rolling eyes ; 
Yet misery marks him of our kind, 
" We see him lost, alone, afraid ; 
And pangs of body, griefs in mind, 
" Pronounce him man and ask our aid. 
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" Perhaps in some far distant shore, 

" There are who in these forms delight ; 

Whose milky features please them more, 

" Than ours of jet thus burnish'd bright; 

** Of such may be his weeping wife, 

" Such children for their sire may call, 
*' And if we spare his ebbing life, 
'' Our kindness may preserve them all.'* 



Thus her compassion Woman shows. 

Beneath the line her acts are U^ese ; 
Nor the wide waste of Lapland-snows ' 

Can her warm flow of pity freeze :-— 

" From some sad land the stranger comes, 

> 

" Where joys, like ours, are never found ; 
'* Let's soothe him in our happy homes, 
" Where freedo«i ^its, witk plenty crowu'd. 
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'' Tit good the fainting soul to cheer. 
To see the iamish'd stranger fed ; 
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** To milk for him the mother-deer. 
To smooth for him the furry bed. 
" The Powers above, our Lapland bless. 
With good no other people know ; 
T* enlarge the joys that we possess, 
" By feeling those that we bestow !** 

Thus in extremes of cold and beat. 
Where wandering man may trace his kind; 

Where-ever grief and want retreat. 
In Woman they compassion find ; 

She makes the female breast her seat. 
And dictates mercy to the mind. 

Man may the sterner virtues know. 
Determined justice, truth severe : 
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But female hearts with pity glow. 

And Woman holds affliction dear ; 
For guiltless woes her sorrows flow. 

And suffering vice compels her tear ; 
'Tis hers to soothe the ills below. 

And bid life's fairer views appear ; 
To Woman's gentle kind we owe. 

What comforts and delights us here ; 
They its gay hopes on youth bestow. 

And care they soothe and age they cheer. 



iFinte. 
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